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':Rotes and "@;omment 
B y 
Meditation on D-Day 
T o have lived this day and to have bee.n spectators of its cos-
mic drama of fury and blood has 
been a sobering experience. Across 
the seas the hounds of hell have 
been unleashed and the very ele-
ments are convulsed in mortal 
agony. God is trampling out the 
vintage where the grapes of wrath 
are stored. Mankind., in consum-
mate measure., is reaping the evil 
it has sown; and we are witnessing 
the unfolding pattern of the king-
dom of God's power., as the world 
sinks beneath the weight of His 
relentless judgment. And so., on 
this day of crisis for our world 
and for our own lives., we instinc-
tively echo the age-old plea of the 
penitent., suppliant children of 
God: ((Return., 0 Lord., how long? 
and le~ it repent Thee concern-
ing Thy servants." 
((Let it repent Thee concern-
ing Thy servants"-our friends., 
T H E EDITORS 
our kinsmen., our loved ones., who 
by the hundreds of thousands are 
locked in mortal combat today on 
Europe's shores. In Thy good 
pleasure., 0 Lord., preserve them 
from harm in body., mind., and 
soul. Grant them strength and 
courage in the face of nameless 
peril., while Thy guardian angels 
keep their ceaseless watch. Give 
balm to the wounded and com-
fort to the dying. Enfold them in 
Thy gracious arms., 0 Lord! 
((Let it repent Thee concerning 
Thy servants"-the anxious fam-
ilies and friends who keep their 
vigil at home. Be Thou the 
strength and stay of ·many a har-
assed mother.,· and as she prays 
for her imperiled boy., do Thou., 
0 faithful Lord, bow down Thine 
ear and hear. 
((Let it repent Thee concerning 
Thy servants"-the people of this 
great and favored nation., upon 
whom Thou hast showered Thy 
~----------------~----~~ 
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countless blessings., and who have 
returned Thy mercy with un-
thankfulness and Thy love with 
sore neglect. Bring us all in this 
hour of testing to a new aware-
ness of Thy overruling power., 
and of our constant need of Thee. 
((Let it repent Thee concerning 
Thy servants" -the hapless peo-
ples whose lands have been rav-
ished by the scourge of war and 
who have spent long days in mis-
ery and fear. Give them free~?m 
from their bondage and the vzszon 
of a new and brighter day. And 
as Thou on Calvary didst forgive 
Thy foes., so banish from our 
hearts all thoughts of hatred and 
revenge toward the enemies of 
our nation. Give Thy Gospel en-
trance soon again into that land 
which once cradled the Reforma-
tion., and into every land where 
its voice has long been stilled. 
((Return., 0 Lord) how long?" 
Return with Thy forgiveness to 
the wayward sons of men. Return 
with Thy compassion to the sor-
rowing and distressed. Return 
with perfect healing for Thy chil-
dren's grievous wounds. Return 
with strength for our wavering 
spirits and with courage for our 
troubled hearts. 
And., 0., return with peace-
peace for our crushed and bleed-
ing world., groaning so long be-
neath the awful load of war. Peace 
for our beloved homeland and 
the binding of her wounds. Peace 
on land and sea., in field and fac-
tory) in city street and country 
lane) in church and home. Peace 
among the nations., peace within 
our bordas., peace in our own 
hearts. Return with peace for this 
our time) 0 Lord! 
((Return) 0 Lord., how long?" 
Ta·rry no longer., we pray Thee., 
Lord God! A men. 
Sewell A very 
W HEN we saw the newspaper picture showing Sewell Ave-
ry carried out of his office bo~ily 
by two soldiers, a strange feehng 
flowed down our spine. A 6g-year-
old American business man de-
prived of his right to carry on his 
work as president of one of our 
largest mail order houses. Why? 
Many are asking the questio~ as 
we write these lines. What cnme 
was Mr. Avery guilty of? Mr. Geo. 
E. Sokolsky asked the same ques-
tion in his column and summed 
up the situation under the follow-
ing seven points: 
1. The contract between Montgom-
ery Ward and the union had lapsed; 
2. Sewell A very asked for an elec-
tion to determine the bargaining 
agency; . 
3· The union was apparently afra1d 
of an election; 
4· The government was apparently 
afraid of an election; 
5· But Sewell Avery was not afraid 
of an election; 
6. So they seized Montgomery Ward 
--~.--~---------~--------' 
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and threw Sewell Avery out of his 
own, personal, privately-owned busi-
ness; 
7. And that business was not en-
gaged in war work. The war was not 
involved. The President said it had 
to do with the war, but actually it 
had nothing to do with the war. 
Here is something for us all to 
think about. We are for union 
labor, and always have been. We 
are also for the open shop. The 
open shop keeps democracy alive 
among our workers. The closed 
shop means enthroning labor as 
dictator in our midst. Our whole 
American tradition is for fair play 
to capital as well as to labor. Let 
us keep it thus. If, as many believe, 
the President over-reached himself 
in his actions against Mr. Avery, 
the whole matter will likely be de-
cided by the time these lines ap-
pear in print. At any event, let 
there be no more occurrences of 
this kind. There is nothing that 
undermines the home-front mo-
rale as much as an action that has 
the semblance of establishing in 
America what we are fighting in 
order to root out of the world. 
"Superflua Creatura" 
lfT was Mr. Justice Holmes who 
Jl said, "There is in all men a 
demand for the superlative, so 
much so that the poor devil who 
has no other way of reaching it at-
tains it by getting drunk." We do 
not know whether everyone who 
gets drunk is in search of the su-
perlative. But we do know that a 
drunken man passes through a 
maze of strange experiences. A 
description of his experiences we 
have in the following: 
Strong drink alters the senses and 
the forms of men. By it they are 
turned from men into neighing 
horses. A drunken man loses voice, 
he changes color, he flashes fire from 
his eyes, he pants; he snorts, he goes 
stark mad, he falls in a foaming fit . 
. . . Hence come also vain imaginings, 
uncertain vision, uncertain steps; oft-
en he hops over shadows thinking 
them to be pits. The earth acquires 
a facial expression, and nods to him; 
of a sudden, it seems to rise and bend 
and twist. Fearful, he falls on his face 
and grasps the ground with his hands 
or thinks that the mountains close in 
about him. There is a murmur in his 
ears as of the surging sea; he hears 
the surf booming on the beach. If he 
spies a dog, he imagines it a lion and 
takes to his heels. Sometimes he shakes 
with laughter unquenchable; some-
times he is plunged in inconsolable 
woe; sometimes he is seized with 
senseless fears. He dreams when awake 
and quarrels when asleep. His life is 
a dream, his sleep is death. 
Who wrote this? Not Mark 
Twain, not Irvin Cobb, not Ste-
phen Leacock, not any other mod-
ern author. It was penned by St. 
Ambrose, famous church father of 
the fourth century. There is in it 
a touch of Horatian ridicule, a bit 
of poetry, and a vivid imagination 
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which combine to make this one 
of the classic descriptions of 
drunkenness. 
St. Ambrose calls the drunken 
man "superflua creatura" -a non-
essential member of society. What 
if he were living today? He would 
find that this class of creatures is 
not extinct. What though the liq-
uor traffic is booming, what 
though there is a shortage of pop-
ular brands, the number of inebri-
ates is reaching new highs among 
men and women. "Non-essential 
members of society!" More than 
that. Positively harmful members 
of society. They make themselves 
miserable, they bring untold sor-
row into the lives of others, they 
are largely responsible for absen-
teeism in war work, and they con-
stitute one of the great menaces 
in social living. 
"Superflua creatural" What a 
tragedy to be a non-essential mem-
ber of society, especially in an, age 
like this, when the preservation of 
what our country possesses re-
quires an all-out effort of every 
American citizen. May Christian 
pastors, even in this warped age 
in which many regard drunken-
ness to be no more than a perni-
cious disease, continue to pro-
claim its sinfulness and remind 
Americans that "no drunkards ... 
shall inherit the kingdom of 
God." 
There Is Still a Moral Law 
W E enjoy reading "Parade," a column in the Roman Cath-
olic weekly, America, because it is 
characterized by good old-time 
horse-sense. In a recent issue this 
column discussed the folly of 
some of our present-day sophisti-
cates who think that the natural, 
moral law has been abrogated 
since they came into the world. 
The "Parade" pokes some very 
pointed fun at them in the follow-
ing clever piece of writing: 
A young father is sitting in his 
home, reading the evening newspaper 
when out of the corner of his eye he 
notices his one-year-old baby boy 
about to throw his electric razor on 
the floor. He retrieves the razor just 
in time to save its delicate head from 
being smashed on the hardwood floor. 
. . . If we first imagine the baby 
capable of coherent speech, we can 
then imagine the following conversa-
tion taking place. 
Father: Son, do not throw my elec-
tric razor on the floor. 
Baby: Why not? There's nothing in 
the instructions about not throwing 
it around. 
Father: It's obvious. The instruc-
tions are, so to speak, written in the 
very construction of the thing. 
Baby: I can't see ~ye-to-eye with 
you on that. 
Father: The slightest examination 
of this fragile head makes it clear the 
electric razor cannot stand up under 
such treatment. It's not made for that. 
It's made for another purpose. Throw-
--~----------------~~ 
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ing it on the floor defeats the very 
purpose for which it is made. 
Baby: Father, you are entitled to 
your opinion. But why should I be 
inhibited by a peculiar taboo of 
yours? 
Father: It's no taboo. Reason shows 
that such activity violates the very 
nature of the electric razor and frus-
trates its natural function. 
Baby: That was the view some time 
ago, I admit. But not now. We babies 
today are throwing electric razors 
around and doing a lot of other 
things which were frowned on in a 
less enlightened era when education 
was not so universal as it is today. 
I heard a baby friend of mine refer to 
you as a reactionary, an obscurantist. 
He said no man or group can stay 
human progress and that the human 
race is marching forward ever. 
Father: Bosh, it's often marching 
backwards. 
Baby: Mores are relative. What's 
wrong in one era is OK in another. 
Folkways, social behavior patterns 
change. Ideologies thrust on and on. 
You can't stop them. 
Father: Maybe not. But I can stop 
you. If I catch' you applying your 
ideology to my electric razor I'll re-
vert to a social-behavior pattern, now 
widely in disuse, and apply something 
vigorously to your rear end. That may 
bring you to your senses. 
~ 
Centenary of Rimsky-Korsakoff 
ASHORT time ago the people of Russia observed the centen-
ary of the birth of one of their 
great men. Their war to the death 
with Germany did not prevent 
them from honoring the memory 
of Nikolas Rimsky-Korsakoff, the 
composer of Scheherazade, The 
Golden Cockerel, and many other 
imperishable masterpieces. N a-
tiona! pride and a realization of 
Rimsky's importance to the whole 
world impelled them to pay their 
respects to the man who gave up a 
career in the Russian navy to de-
vote himself to music. In many 
ways Rimsky-Korsakoff's composi-
tions are distinctively and unmis-
takably Russian in character; but 
they were not written for the pur-
pose of setting forth, expounding, 
or glorifying a social or political 
credo. Fortunately, Rimsky was 
not hamstrung by rules and regu-
lations set up by any organization 
even remotely similar to the Rus-
sian Association of Proletarian 
Musicians, which, up to the time 
of its dis~olution in 1932, tried to 
force composers to write works 
which, in the opinion of a few all-
powerful critics, would have value 
and potency as effective propagan-
da material for the ideology es-
poused by the Soviet Union. If an 
association of that kind had been 
in the saddle in Russia when Rim-
sky lived and worked, a great tal-
ent might have been completely 
stifled. 
Rimsky was not a deeply emo-
tional composer. His forte was 
brilliance-brilliance coupled in a 
most skilful manner with engag-
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ing tunefulness. He was one of the 
greatest masters of instrumenta-
tion the world has ever seen. His 
textbook on that subject is still 
authoritative. He was a Russian, 
it is true; but he belongs to the 
whole world. Rimsky was a propa-
gandist for beauty, and as such he 
deserves to be honored every-
where as highly as he is honored 
in the U.S.S.R. 
There are signs that the Soviet 
Union is throwing overboard the 
utterly ridiculous notion that all 
music written by its sons and 
daughters must give expression in 
one way or another to the com-
munist ideology. Perhaps Dmitri 
Shostakovich and some of the con-
temporaries of Dmitri Shostakov-
ich would be better composers to-
day if the times in which they are 
living and circumstances beyond 
their control had not led them to 
adopt the strange belief that mu-
sic can, and must, uphold politi-
cal theories. 
The Sphinx of Albany Speaks 
CINCE Wendell Willkie eliminat-
0 ed himself as Republican can-
didate for the presidency by let-
ting the outcome of the Wisconsin 
primaries decide the question, 
and since Gen. Douglas Mac-
Arthur made a definite statement 
to the effect that he is not a candi-
date and would not accept if he 
were nominated, Gov. Thomas E. 
Dewey has opened his long-closed 
lips to voice his views on foreign 
policy. It was at a meeting of the 
American Newspaper Publishers 
in New York at which he spoke. 
As usual he did not say enough to 
give us a very clear picture. The 
governor has a way of expressing 
pious platitudes that sound like 
profound wisdom. He stated, 
among other things: 
There must be a durable cohesion 
among the United States, Britain, 
Russia and China after the war if 
peace is to be preserved. 
There must be a structure of peace 
built through international co-opera-
tion and backed by adequate force to 
prevent future wars. 
America must establish relations 
with other countries calculated to 
promote world-wide economic stabili-
ty. 
If the United States lapses into its 
old suspicion of Russia "the future is 
indeed dark." 
Secretary Hull's recent outline of 
American foreign policy deserved re-
spect, but did little to relieve the 
concern and uncertainty of the Amer-
ican people because developments 
abroad do not seem to fit in with 
Hull's words. 
There is nothing particularly 
new or startling in these state-
ments. They merely echo what 
many of us have been thinking or 
saying. The governor said nothing 
that would subject him to criti-
cism by the electorate. In spite of 
f 
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all, it was a political speech de-
livered by an adept politician 
with his ear to the ground. He is 
playing it safe. He is evidently 
taking no chances to let the Amer-
ican people know him too inti-
mately. He may be right. His pop-
ularity is based upon his work as 
the district attorney in New York 
City who broke up the rackets. 
The country knows little about 
him otherwise, nor about his rec-
ord as governor, nor about the 
fact that the rackets are still very 
much alive in the metropolis. Mr. 
Dewey will do his best to keep it 
thus. Perhaps it will work. Per-
haps he will be nominated and 
elected. It can happen. 
ti 
Basic At Its Basicest 
RECENTLY a wide-awake individ-ual who had heard and read 
a great deal about Basic English 
wrote the following "seditious 
and subversive" letter to the Man-
chester Guardian: 
If we are to go basic, let us at least 
do the thing properly and go thor-
oughly basic. What we want is not 
Basic English, but an absolutely com-
mon, simple, and fundamental lan-
guage in which we could commune 
on terms of fraternal equality with 
the whole animal world. For example: 
ENGLISH 
I am hungry. 
I am cold. 
I am wet. 
I am hungry, 
cold, wet, and 
thorough! y dis-
agreeable. 
I am fed. 
I am warm. 
I am dry. 
I am fed, warm, 
dry, and satiated 




















What less could the weakest intel-
lect desire? 
Manners are the happy ways of doing things; each one 
a stroke of genius or of love, now repeated and hardened 
into usage, they form at last a rich varnish, with which 
the routine of life is washed and its details adorned. If 
they are superficial, so are the dew-drops which give such 
a depth to the morning meadows.-EMERSON. 
The PILGRIM 
"All the trumpets sounded for him on. the 
other side." . -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M A N N 
Nightshade and Starlight 
U NDER the stars for the first time since the dead leaves 
of autumn .... A clear summer 
night. ... There they are again-
or still-the guardians of the uni-
verse, the watchers of the sky 
wheeling in their appointed 
courses. . . . In a tree beyond the 
hill is a whippoorwill, and far 
away in the West the glow of the 
city kills the light of the stars .... 
Here is our story and our prob-
lem .... Too often the near and 
noisy things hide the far and 
quiet. ... There is something 
immeasurably purifying in being 
washed in starlight .... A glimpse 
of the country beyond time and 
the city beyond earth .... 
What strange matters men have 
thought on nights like this! ... 
Adam saw beyond the gates of 
Paradise Lost th(! lights of his lost 
home .... Job saw them from his 
ashes, St. Paul through a barred 
window, St. John to the music of 
the Aegean Sea, and Luther from 
the towers .of the Wartburg .... 
8 
Under these stars Matthew Ar-
nold wrote his elegy for a world 
whose death he saw as it was be-
ing born .... 
The sea is calm tonight. 
The tide is full, the moon lies fair 
Upon the straits; ... 
The sea of faith 
Was once, too, at the full, and round 
earth's shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle 
furled. 
But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing 
roar, 
Retreating, to the breath 
Of the night-wind, down the vast 
edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 
Ah, love, let us be true 
To one another! for the world, which 
seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 
So various, so beautiful, so new, 
Hath really neither joy, nor love, 
nor light, 
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help 
for pain; 
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Swept with confused alarms of strug-
gle and flight, 
Where ignorant armies clash by 
night. 
Shelley came nearer the mean-
ing of the stars than Arnold. . .. 
Perhaps you remember the fa-
mous stanza from his last farewell 
to Keats: 
The One remains, the many change 
and pass; 
Heaven's light forever shines; Earth's 
shadows fly; 
Life, like a dome of many-coloured 
glass, 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 
Until Death tramples it to fragments. 
-Die, 
If thou wouldst be with that which 
thou dost seek! 
Follow where all is fledi-Rome's 
azure sky, 
Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words, 
are weak 
The glory they transfuse with fitting 
truth to speak. 
But .the final truth lies in a 
stanza more simple and more pro-
found: 
Hold Thou Thy cross before my 
closing eyes, 
Shine through the gloom, and point 
me to the skies: 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's 
vain shadows flee; 
In life, in death, 0 Lord, abide with 
mel · 
Here, then, is man's final dilem-
ma .... To hold in the same heart 
and mind the mysterious universe, 
the light years, the distant stars, 
the dark expanses of the worlds 
beyond worlds-and beyond them 
to see that the truth of starlit 
nights lies in "Silent Night, Holy 
Night" ... To know both worlds 
and be at home in one is the se-
cret of life. . . . Then the stars 
can light fires in shadowed eyes 
which burn the brighter for the 
shadows .... 
From and To 
T HE effect of religion on life and living depends very large-
ly on the maintenance of the di-
vine balance between the prepo-
sitions "from" and "to." ... As 
we wander about the world we 
see too many people whose reli-
gion is a running away from some-
thing rather than to something. 
... To become religious because 
of some disappointment, or bore-
dom, or surfeit of pleasure, or 
overdose of sorrow, may be a be-
ginning, but it is a long way from 
the end .... Ways that merely 
turn aside often end nowhere .... 
Is it perhaps true that too much 
of twentieth-century Christianity 
is merely a series of negatives? 
Obviously, religion begins there. 
. . . A turning away from sin, re-
demption from sin, death, and 
the devil. . . . That, however, is 
not the end. . . . In the story of 
the Prodigal Son the "from" is in 
the words, "When he came to 
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himself"; the "to," in the words 
"I will arise and go to my father." 
... The final purpose of Christi-
anity is to bring men home again. 
Luther knew that when he wrote 
"My Lord Who has redeemed me 
from all sin, from death and from 
the power of the devil-that I 
may be His own and live under 
Him in His Kingdom .... " 
The balance between "from" 
and "to" determines our attitude 
over against the world .... It 
may be a vale of tears, a valley of 
dry bones, a place of mourning, a 
little dream, but you cannot put 
it in its proper place by merely 
condemning it or running away 
from it. ... That world, with all 
its wrongs, must be pointed "to" 
something .... The Christian life 
is a royal progress from evil to 
good, from lies to truth, from de-
spair to hope, from doubt to faith, 
from weakness to power .... Per-
haps, too, that is one reason why 
we are so impatient with those 
who profess Christianity but look 
with contempt upon the Church 
of God .... Throughout the cen-
turies the Church has been the 
leader in this march. . . . She 
has carried the banner. . . . She 
has lifted men from earth to 
heaven. . . . The Church needs 
more men and women who think 
less of themselves and more of 
Him Who thought everything of 
us .... Men and women who will 
search their souls for defects and 
search His soul for power .... 
They, and they alone, can ap-
proach the business of living 
properly .... They live no less 
energetically because they live 
somewhat absently, as a man 
might work at night looking for 
the sun .... And it will come. 
... It will come .... 
Staff's End 
H ousE cleaning again .... "Pre-lude in B Minor," by Johann 
Sebastian Bach .... Under the 
melody Bach has caught the 
sound of marching feet. . . . On 
the organ that tramp, tramp must 
be produced by the left hand and 
the feet. ... Has he perhaps found 
a musical parallel for life in the 
world and in the Church? ... 
Our right hands play the melo-
dies of all the tasks to be done, 
hard and incessant. ... But our 
feet march forever and ever to-
ward the city of God. . . . Bach 
seems to say that there should be 
less running in circles and more 
straight walking toward the goal. 
Reinhold Niebuhr's honesty in 
The Christian Century . ... Twen-
ty-five years ago Professor N ie-
buhr was a thorough-going Mod-
ernist. . . . In a remarkable ar-
ticle entitled "Ten Years That 
Shook My World" he takes much 
of it back .... Although he is still 
far from being an orthodox be-
______ I 
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liever, his way has been up, and 
he is facing in the right direction. 
... Perhaps most striking is the 
fact that he speaks of the heresy 
known as Modernism in the past 
tense .... Except in corners where 
light does not penetrate, this her-
esy is now dead. . . . A few sen-
tences from Professor Niebuhr's 
Confiteor .... After pointing out 
that the editor of The Christian 
Century has asked for a statement 
of his personal convictions, he 
writes: "I can do this most simply 
by confessing that about midway 
in my ministry which extends 
roughly from the peace of Ver-
sailles to the peace of Munich, 
measured in terms of Western 
history, I underwent a fairly com-
plete conversion of thought which 
involved rejection of almost all 
the liberal theological ideals and 
ideas with which I ventured forth 
in 1915. I wrote a book, my first, 
in 1927 which when now consult-
ed is proved to contain almost all 
the theological windmills against 
which today I tilt my sword. 
These windmills must have tum-
bled shortly thereafter for every 
succeeding; volume expresses a 
more and more explicit revolt 
against what is usually known as 
liberal culture." Another sen-
tence: "The faith of classical eco-
nomic theory, that economic ac-
tivity left to itself, without po-
litical interference would gradu-
ally achieve a perfect harmony 
and justice, was merely one, 
though a very fateful, error de-
rived from the general liberal as-
sumption that man is essentially 
a very harmless animal, if only 
he can be held within the harmo-
nies of nature and of reason from 
which the fanaticism of religion 
had beguiled him." . . . And the 
closing words, "Whatever meas-
ure of Christian faith I hold to-
day is due to the gradual exclu-
sion of alternative beliefs through 
world history. As did Peter, I 
would preface my confession, 
'Thou hast words of eternal life,' 
with the question, 'Lord to whom 
shall we go?' Even while imagin-
ing myself to be preaching the 
Gospel, I had really experimented 
with many modern alternatives to 
Christian faith, until one by one 
they proved unavailing .... " 
Material for a case study in psy-
chology garnered from the 
Schwarze Korps. . . . The editor 
solicited answers to the question, 
"vVhat does the Fuhrer mean to 
you?" ... Here are a few .... From 
a Viennese: "lYiy Fuhrer gave me 
not only a political W eltanschau-
ung but also a religion. He gave 
me a faith, which even as a child I 
had never possessed. This faith is 
a faith in ourselves, in our 
strength and our greatness, in the 
mysterious power of Blood, our 
Soil and the German nation .... " 
From a Party member in Ber-
lin: "Formerly we were brought 
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up to be religious, trained in a 
faith divorced from reality, which 
seemed impersonal, abstract, and 
un-German. This outlook did not 
improve man, hardly strength-
ened him, but rather deprived 
him of courage and initiative .... 
Faith in the Fuhrer and his 
work have given me strength to 
force my life to higher things. In 
this godless mammon-worship-
ping world, torn with hate and 
murder, this world of insanity 
and chaos, a temple of light has 
arisen, throwing its rays afar and 
pointing to a future far more 
beautiful than our past." 
From a Party member in Ber-
lin: "I left the Church with the 
firm conviction that the Christian 
religion was a man-made faith 
professing to be the will of God, 
but having nothing in common 
with that power which we call 
God. I believe the fellowship of 
blood and race is a fellowship 
much more desired by God than 
all the religious fellowships built 
up by man. I frequently ponder, 
could I face my Leader and Fa-
ther, Adolf Hitler, if he knew 
my thoughts and my work. My 
religious observance is a daily 
hour of quiet thought .... And 
then an inner glow comes upon 
me, an indescribable feeling of 
satisfaction, if after mature con-
sideration, I come to the conclu-
sion that my father, Adolf Hitler, 
would bless this or that action of 
mine." 
From a reader in Frankfurt: 
"What misuse is made by men 
of the word ~Fuhrer.' This word 
should only be applied to Adolf 
Hitler himself and we should im-
pregnate our people from youth 
up with reverence for this word 
as the Christian Church reveres 
the name of God." 
From a mother in U nteram-
mergau: "My children know the 
. Fuhrer as a man, who orders all 
things, rules all things, who built 
the world. The Fuh-rer is for my 
children that visible Being, which 
we as children were taught to rec-
ognize as God .... " 
And a momentary lifting of 
the lance toward a friend who 
listened to our troubles and 
wrote, "Some day an angel will 
sound a trumpet and all this will 
seem such a short episode." 
--------~-~------~' 
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We must retain our great wartime leader . .. 
A FRIEND of mine discovered that his chickens had come down 
with the pip. "It's the New Deal," 
he said. An acquaintance on the 
distaff side accidentally flavored 
her little daughter's birthday cake 
with liniment instead of vanilla 
extract. "It's the New Deal," she 
said. Aunt Sally's new rayon hose 
broke into a run the first time she 
put them on. "It's the New Deal," 
she said. Grandpa Oley ruined a 
brand-new set of uppers when he 
bit somewhat incautiously into a 
none-too-juicy hunk of rationed 
steak. "It's the New Deal," he 
said. Little Willie flunked in arith-
metic and made a disgraceful 
showing at the county spelling bee. 
"It's the New Deal," said mamma 
and papa. Naturally, Willie him-
self was overjoyed to learn just 
why he wasn't doing well at 
school. 
Anyone who becomes President 
of the United States realizes im-
mediately that he's in a tough 
spot. The burdens of his office are 
heavy. But there are burdens and 
burdens. Many of them are legiti-
mate; many, sad to say, are illegit-
imate. If the President happens to 
be a Republican, he must take it 
on the chin when the Democrats 
blame him for every ill wind that 
blows over the country. Soon after 
his inauguration he'll realize to
1 
his sorrow that the Democrats 
will hold him to strict account-
ability for almost every big or 
little misfortune in the land. If 
the President is a Democrat, the 
Republicans will shoot at him 
with their cannon and their pop-
guns. Everything untoward, from 
measles to business slumps, from 
watery beer to crop failures, from 
taxes to lousy movies, from corn-
borers to non-stretch garters, will 
be laid to the man in the White 
House. 
It's a good thing, this everlast-
ing brawling among tht; profes-
sional, semi-professional, and non-
professional politicians of our 
country. ',Yould we want to be 
without it? No. Quarrels of that 
sort represent democracy in ac-
tion. Without them the United 
States would degenerate into ana-
'----~~--------
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tion far removed from the ideals 
and the manifestations of democ-
racy; without them the United 
States would sink swiftly but sure-
ly into the spirit-slaying drabness 
of totalitarianism. 
Personal Ambition? 
ALL over· the land they're saying that Franklin D. Roosevelt 
wants a fourth term in the White 
House. As a result, Republicans, 
and even some Democrats, have 
been spouting fire and brimstone. 
They're rending the air with state-
ments full of acrimony, venom, 
and gas. To be sure, there are a 
few Republicans who don't look 
upon every Democrat as an out-
cast, just as there are a few Demo-
crats who don't froth at the mouth 
every time they see the shadow of 
a Republican. Nevertheless, the 
fight's on. It's on in dead earnest. 
Republicans-and a few Demo-
crats-tell us that Mr. Roosevelt is 
greedy for absolute power. They 
shout until they're blue in their 
faces that Mr. Roosevelt is for Mr. 
Roosevelt first, last, and always. 
Some of them call him a Fascist-
even though they don't know 
what fascism is or what fascism 
implies; some of them call him a 
Communist-even though they 
don't know what communism is 
or what communism implies. 
When you ask them for proof, 
they undertake to floor you by hit-
ting you between the eyes with 
such questions as "Didn't Mr. 
Roosevelt seek, and get, a third 
term? Doesn't he want a fourth 
term? Isn't it contrary to tradition 
for a President to serve for more 
than two terms?" 
Let's take for granted that the 
Democrats will nominate Mr. 
Roosevelt for a fourth term in the 
White House. Maybe they w.on't. 
At any rate, we'll know soon 
enough. You could say, and I 
could say, that there's no such a 
phenomenon as an indispensable 
man. That statement would be 
correct even though it would be 
highly platitudinous. Wouldn't it 
be much wiser for the President's 
champions to say that Mr. Roose-
velt should be elected for a fourth 
term because, in the opinion of 
millions of voters, he's the kind of 
man we need right now to serve 
as our chief executive? 
I hear someone asking, "How 
can Mr. Roosevelt be the kind of 
man we need for the presidency if 
he's greedy for absolute power 
and if, as many suspect, he's eager 
to establish a one-man rule in our 
country?" I'm willing to admit 
that Mr. Roosevelt has been, and 
still is, ambitious; but I'm not 
willing to admit that he has ever 
had the desire to establish a dic-
tatorship. Have we ever had a 
President who wasn't ambitious? 
Shortly after Mr. Roosevelt's dra-
matic inauguration about twelve 
years ago, his die-hard opponents 
I 
I -
June 1944 15 
accused him of trying by hook and 
by crook to become a dictawr. 
But you and I are just as free to-
day as we were when Herbert 
Hoover lived in the White House. 
Yes, Mr. Roosevelt asked for 
broad powers when he took office, 
and Congress gave him those 
broad powers. Wouldn't Mr. Hoo-
ver have asked for broad powers 
if he had been re-elected? And 
wouldn't a Republican Congress 
have given him those broad pow-
ers? Then the Democrats would 
have said that Mr. Hoover was 
itching to become a dictator. Or 
wouldn't Mr. Hoover have want-
ed those broad powers? Don't kid 
yourselves. The emergency was 
great at that time; and Mr. Hoo-
ver knew that it was great, even 
though he didn't know where the 
ball was. He was continually peer-
ing around the corner. 
What About Tradition? 
yEs, it's contrary to tradition for 
a man to be President of the 
United States for three terms or 
for four terms; but why, in the 
name of common sense, must we 
be bound to tradition? Isn't it oft-
en possible for tradition to be the 
worst enemy of progress? Must we 
be unalterably opposed to third 
terms and fourth terms for our 
presidents merely because of state-
ments made long ago by George 
Washington and Thomas J effer-
son? Can you be sure that George 
Washington and Thomas J effer-
son would make those same state-
ments if they were alive today? 
If any President, no matter 
what his name, shows conclusively 
by word and by deed that he's 
bent on setting up an authoritari-
an rule, that President, no matter 
what his name, should be im-
peached and kicked out of office 
without further ado. I'm con-
vinced that Mr. Roosevelt has at 
no time indicated that he wants 
to establish an authoritarian rule 
with Mr. Roosevelt or anyone else 
in the saddle. Dyed-in-the-wool 
opponents of the New Deal will 
dispute that assertion; but don't 
they know that they wouldn't be 
permitted to work energetically 
and openly against Mr. Roosevelt 
at the present time if Mr. Roose· 
velt had set up an authoritarian 
government in Washington and 
had made himself a dictator? 
I'll grant that Mr. Roosevelt 
doesn't relish opposition, that he's 
a shrewd and hard-hitting politi-
cian, and that he's not entirely 
unselfish; but I'm sure that he'd 
never be a successful dictator even 
if he were trying to become a rul-
er of that type. Even a subservient 
Congress would have blocked his 
path if he had ever given conclu-
sive proof of such an intention. 
Mr. Roosevelt made a grievous 
mistake when he attempted to 
pack the Supreme Court. He 
made a mistake equally grievous 
I __________________ __ 
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when he set out to purge members 
of Congress who refused to see eye 
to eye with him. We have a right 
to rub those mistakes under his 
nose. Mr. Roosevelt was stubborn 
and wilful when he resorted to 
such tactics. He put grist into the 
mills of his opponents, and they, 
in turn, are still grinding that 
grist. Let them continue to grind 
it. Mr. Roosevelt can't stop them, 
and no good citizen wants to stop 
them. One never honors an able 
man by whitewashing him. So let's 
not try to whitewash Mr. Roose-
velt. Wasn't it spleen, pure and 
simple-not a craving for the pow-
er of a dictator-which induced 
him to try to pack the Supreme 
Court and to attempt to purge 
some of the members of Congress? 
You'll say, of course, that a Presi-
dent of the United States should 
never be driven on by spleen. I'll 
agree heart and soul. At the same 
time, however, I bear in mind that 
even presidents of the United 
States are human beings. Some-
times they, like all other human 
beings, get the notion that their 
own measures are the only meas-
ures worth considering and adopt-
ing. Then they move heaven and 
earth to have their way. Mr. 
Roosevelt did that very thing. As 
was to be expected, he came a 
cropper. 
We need a President who un-
derstands and points out the grave 
dangers inherent in isolationism. 
Bear in mind, please, that no na-
tion can go it alone in this day 
and age. Self-interest-call it self-
ishness if you will-demands that 
we reject isolationism. We're in 
the world. We couldn't isolate our-
selves no matter how hard we 
tried. As a matter of fact, isola-
tionism has never been possible 
on this globe. Read history care-
fully, and you'll realize the truth 
of that statement. Every nation 
on earth has its friends and its 
enemies. Its friends are by no 
means disinterested; its enemies 
are always trying to gain advan-
tages for themselves. The United 
States must strive to get along 
wisely with its friends; it must 
know how to deal with its ene-
mies. It must do all this for its 
own sake. It couldn't afford to 
adopt out-and-out isolationism 
even if such a thing were possible. 
While we are engaged in a life-
and-death struggle with Germany 
and Japan, we need a President 
who is thoroughly familiar with · 
the troubled and complicated in-
ternational scene. Mr. Roosevelt 
fills the bill. Will the Republicans 
be able to nominate a candidate 
who knows even one-half as much 
about present world-affairs as Mr. 
Roosevelt? Look carefully at the 
man who wants to run against 
him. Yes, look with particular 
sharpness at the Republican who 
seems destined to be Mr. Roose-
velt's opponent. Does that man 
I 
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have the background which is es-
sential in times such as these? If, 
by some cruel chance, that man 
should be elected President, that 
man would, I'm sure, be a square 
peg in a round hole. What does 
he know about the management 
of this well-managed war? What 
does he know about international 
affairs? Rumor has it that, if elect-
ed, he will appoint Mr. Hoover 
Secretary of State. Well, the State 
Department has been guilty of 
more than one misstep under Cor-
dell Hull; but must it make 
amends by comi'ng under the di-
rection of a man who always looks 
around the corner for the ball? 
Roosevelt vs. Hider 
MR. ROOSEVELT realized long ago 
that Adolf Hitler, who will 
go down in history as Germany's 
worst enemy, had maneuvered the 
Third Reich into a position which 
carried with it a lust for aggres-
sion and a determination to dom-
inate a large part of the world. 
Maybe some Germans didn't re-
alize just what the Fuhrer had 
done; but Hitler himself realized 
it, and, thank fortune, Mr. Roose-
velt realized it. The President of 
the United States had the courage 
to stand up against Hitler's de-
signs and Hitler's dupes. Conse-
quently, the Nazis and the friends 
of the Nazis began to hate Mr. 
Roosevelt with a hate that was 
greater than hate. He was putting 
flies into their witches' ointment. 
They knew that he was · deter-
mined to frustrate their well-laid 
plans. They barked and snapped; 
but Mr. Roosevelt stood his 
ground. He knew that a victori-
ous Hitler would do all in his 
power to relegate the United 
States to a position of minor im-
portance in the world; he knew 
that the surest way to learn what 
Hitler had in mind was to hear 
and read what Hitler himself de-
nied. Mr. Roosevelt's foreign poli-
cy was sound; it was based on re-
alism. Time has proved that lend-
lease was sound; it, too, was based 
on realism. 
Mr. Roosevelt realized with 
equal keenness that Japan was 
preparing to attack us. He cod-
dled the Land of the Rising Sun 
for a long time, it's true; but he 
knew that the United States 
wasn't prepared for war. His Re-
publican predecessors had let our 
sword become dull and rusty. As 
soon as Mr. Roosevelt became 
President, he proceeded to sharp-
en and polish that sword. Where , 
would we be today if he hadn't 
done so? His opponents called 
him a war-monger; but he knew 
long ago who the real war-mon-
gers were. 
Yes, our national debt was great 
even before we picked up the 
gauntlet thrown down to us by 
the Nazis and the Japs. It has 
grown much greater since 1941. 
~ --~----~~------
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We ourselves, our children, and 
our children's children must 
shoulder that debt. Much of it is 
the result of political maneuver-
ing and unwise spending, I know; 
but far more of it is due to the 
life-and-death struggle which has 
been forced upon us from abroad. 
The Republicans are ever so fond 
of saying that the country would 
not have been burdened with a 
debt so large if Mr. Hoover had 
been re-elected in 1932. I wonder. 
Have the Republicans never been 
guilty of loading the political 
troughs at the expense of the pub-
lic? Are they so lily-white that 
they've never resorted to the bak-
ing of patronage pies? I'm sure 
that our debt would be far greater 
than it is today if dyed-in-the-wool 
isolationists had been in the sad-
dle since 1932. It would be costing 
us much more to fight this war if 
there had been a head-in-the-sand 
policy in vVashington during the 
past twelve years. Perhaps isola-
tionists actually believe they 
could have stopped Hitler, Musso-
lini, and the war lords of Nippon 
by saying, "Come, gentlemen, let's 
sit down and reason together"? Or 
didn't they want to stop the mad 
dictators? 
Nothing can be more wasteful 
than war; but the staggering sums 
we must pay to crush Germany 
and Japan become relatively small 
when we think of what a victori-
ous Germany and a triumphant 
Japan would exact from us. An 
isolationist policy since 1932, let 
it be remembered, would have 
given Germany and Japan a run-
ning start on the way to ultimate 
victory. We must pay a big price 
for our freedom; but the price 
would be infinitely bigger if the 
isolationists had had their way in 
the United States. 
The Inflation Bogey 
Y EARS ago it was said that Mr. Roosevelt would drive the 
country into the jaws of uncon-
trolled and uncontrollable infla-
tion. That prophecy hasn't come 
true. Yes, there's been some infla-
tion. Why deny it? Some inflation 
is bound to follow a great depres-
sion and to go along with war. 
But the horrible bogey about 
whom Mr. Roosevelt's opponents 
spoke, and are still speaking, 
hasn't appeared upon the scene. 
To say that uncontrolled and un-
controllable inflation is bound to 
rule the roost if there's a fourth 
term for Mr. Roosevelt is political 
baloney. I'm convinced that 
there'll be a much more real dan-
ger of honest-to-goodness inflation 
if, by some stroke of ill fortune, a 
man as wet behind the ears as 
Thomas E. Dewey moves into the 
White House next year, just as 
I'm persuaded that the cock-sure 
prophecies about fascism that are 
contained in John T. Flynn's 
----------~-----' 
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book, As We Go Marching, are far 
more likely to come true with Mr. 
Dewey at the helm in Washington 
than with Mr. Roosevelt as our 
President. 
I don't say that Mr. Roosevelt 
licked the great depression, nor 
do 1 condone the babying of John 
L. Lewis, the slaughtering of the 
little pigs, and the ploughing-un-
der of crops; but I do believe that 
Mr. Roosevelt, who has been try-
ing to help the little man in our 
country as well as the big man, 
knows where the ball is in these 
difficult times. I can't subscribe to 
the belief that a fourth term for 
him means, or even threatens, the 
abrogation of our sacred Bill of 
Rights. 
To One in Dismay 
Why do you weep because the world rejects 
the best you have to offer, you, whom dearth 
of recognition famishes? The earth 
will see you dust b,efore it ever suspects 
you lived. The monument your zeal effects 
may crumble ere, you finish it. Your worth 
finds no joy in your foes nor welcome berth 
among the few your loneliness collects. 
Know this, that even the best fails with the fool, 
and noblest efforts merely earn the scorn 
of selfish souls. But there's no ridicule 
awaiting offerings that you have borne 
to Him Who sees through transient fame and fees; 
and other than this One you need not please. 
- J AROSL.(\ V VAJDA 
A FOURTH term for President Roosevelt? 
Most emphatically, No! 
The writer takes this position, 
not as a congenital Republican, 
but because of a genuine concern 
-alarm might be the better word 
-over what is happening to our 
government under the Roosevelt 
administration. This is an issue 
which transcends narrow party 
lines. November 7, 1944, will con-
front the American electorate with 
the decision-a decision, we be-
lieve, from which there can be no 
more turning back-as to whether 
or not they wish to replace the 
historic and time-tested American 
philosophy of free and democratic 
government with the imported, 
quasi-liberal New Deal philosophy 
of collectivism and State control 
of American life and institutions. 
Danger of Unlimited Tenure 
W E are opposed to the Fourth Term on more counts than 
we can adequately discuss within 
the limits of this article. We shall, 
however, attempt briefly to out-
We must halt a dangerous trend ... 
line those which appear to be the 
most pressing. In the first place, 
the perpetuation of one man in 
the presidential office for sixteen 
years-and Democratic Chairman 
Hannegan is already talking of a 
fifth term-is a brazen flaunting 
of the finest and sanest American 
tradition. The idea of one "indis-
pensable man" who alone can 
direct the destinies of our nation 
aright must be repugnant to every 
citizen who is proud of his Ameri-
can heritage. 
20 
"But," you may protest, "we 
went through all of that in 1940. 
The two-term tradition was des-
troyed at that time, and there is 
no longer any point to arguing 
about the iniquity of a fourth 
term." Oh, but there is. Twelve 
years in office on the part of one 
man is dangerous enough, but a 
term of sixteen years in office for 
that man opens up possibilities 
which must fill with dismay the 
heart of any advocate of our free 
democratic system. It is not mere-
ly that a fourth term would be 
another step in the direction of 
I 
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a life-tenure for the President. 
Of equal seriousness is the ever 
tighter grip on virtually every 
phase of government which this 
protracted incumbency gives to 
the President. 
The amount of patronage which 
is involved in Mr. Roosevelt's con-
tinuance in office has reached 
truly staggering proportions and 
in itself constitutes a powerful 
political force. The rank and file 
of the national legislators of the 
President's uwn party are be-
holden to him for their own poli-
tical life; to exercise free and in-
dependent judgment means to in-
cur the risk of being "purged." 
Hence, during the past eleven 
years the executive branch of our 
government has come to hold an 
unprecedented control over the 
legislative-a control which only 
recently has been somewhat weak-
ened by the resurgence of Repu b-
lican strength at the polls. Sena-
tor Barkley's spectacular revolt 
against the President, was, to say 
the least, abortive. The fact that 
the majority leader is once again 
enthusiastically riding the Roose-
velt bandwagon ought to speak 
for itself. 
An equally disturbing picture 
can be drawn of the judiciary to-
day. Of the nine members of the 
Supreme Court seven are Roose-
velt appointees. Of the approxi-
mately 250 judges of Federal cir-
cuit and district courts who are 
currently in office nearly 75 per 
cent owe their appointment to 
Mr. Roosevelt. It is easy to imag-
ine what the situation in our Fed-
eral courts will be four or eight 
years from now if Mr. Roosevelt 
is retained in office. Does this 
make for an impartial administra-
tion of justice? What will the end 
be? 
Bureaucratic Control 
WE are opposed to the Fourth 
Term also because it would 
mean the perpetuation and in-
tensification of 'bureaucratic con-
trol. Balzac once said, "Bureau-
cracy holds all things in leading 
strings. It stifles men of talent 
who are bold enough to be inde-
pendent of it or to enlighten it 
on its own follies." Events of the 
past few years have amply proven 
the blighting effects of an un-
checked bureaucracy, and it will, 
therefore, not be necessary for us 
to belabor this point. Suffice it 
to say that we are coming increas-
ingly to be governed by decrees, 
rather than by laws- decrees 
formulated by bureaucrats who 
were not elected by the people 
and who are not accountable to 
the people whose lives are so 
directly affected by their decisions. 
Is the average American as free 
today as he was ten or twelve 
years ago? How can he be when 
the clammy hand of government 
control is laid upon so many 
phases of his daily life? And al-
~--------------------~----
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ready the New Dealers are fore-
warning us not to expect the ces-
sation of rationing and other gov-
ernmental regulations of private 
life and activity with the end of 
the war. 
American business has been 
regimented almost to the point of 
distraction. The confusion and 
overlapping which exist within 
and among many government 
bureaus has become an open scan-
dal. Lawrence Sullivan, in his 
recent best seller, Bureaucracy 
Runs Amuck, reports that "in 
February, 1943, the Byrd Com-
mittee reported to the Senate that 
in a period of six months O.P.~. 
had 'issued and requested statis-
tical data on 7,715,229 report 
forms, exclusive of rationing forms 
and instructions.' Yet O.P.A., in 
that period, w.as only one of 48 
federal agencies sending out ques-
tionnaires to business men." And 
so on, ad infinitum. 
We are also worried, to put it 
mildly, about the federal debt. 
During the 36 5 days of 1943 the 
Federal Government spent more 
money than it did in all of the 
first 150 years of the nation's ex-
istence. During 1943 federal ex-
penditures totalled 88 billion dol-
lars, or approximately 241 million 
dollars every 24 hours. On April 
1 o, 1944, the national d~ bt had 
reached the staggering total of 
187 billion dollars-and it is still 
going up. Each person's share of 
the national debt amounts to 
$1,384.63. What will happe'n 
when the day of financial reckon-
ing comes-as come it must? 
Collectivist Trends 
W E are opposed to the perpet-uation in power of the 
Roosevelt administration, more-
over, because of the obvious trend 
toward collectivism and central-
ization of power to which it has 
given rise and which is rapidly 
getting out of hand. The seizure 
of the Montgomery Ward plant 
in Chicago by the Army and the 
ejection of its president is a case 
in point. The bald fact is th~t 
the control of our government 1s 
coming to be vested in a group 
of men who are eager to substi-
tute a "planned economy" for 
the historic American system of 
free enterprise. Business is already 
shackled. Education is coming 
under increasing Federal control. 
What will be next? Religion? 
Vice-President Wallace may go 
up and down the land denounc-
ing all of the opponents of the , 
New Deal as "Fascists," but the 
fact remains that the philosophy 
of government which holds sway 
in Washington today itself bears 
all the earmarks of an incipient 
fascism. Huey Long spoke pro-
phetically when he said that when 
fascism comes to America, it will 
come disguised as anti-fascism. 
What are these marks of fas-
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cism? Well, here are a few, as cited 
by a contemporary authority: 1. 
The people must be induced to 
entrust their well-being and se-
curity to a strong leader. 2. The 
principle of local self-government 
must be wiped out. 3· The cen-
tralized government, while ap-
pearing in form to represent the 
people, must dutifully register the 
will of the leader or group in con-
trol. 4· Economically, the people 
must be burdened with heavy 
taxes. 5· A great ·public debt must 
be built up, so that the central 
government becomes, in effect, the 
receiver for the en tire nation. 6. 
A distrust of private business and 
industry must be fostered, and 
class antagonisms fomented. 7. 
Governmental bureaus must be 
set up to control practically every 
phase of the life of the citizenry, 
resulting in a government of men 
rather than of laws. 8. Govern-
ment must control the education 
of the nation's youth, thus pro-
viding for the indoctrination of 
the youth in the philosophy of the 
all-powerful party and leader. g. 
The freedom of the press must be 
banished, and, instead, govern-
ment-controlled propaganda fed 
to the people, thus obviating cri-
ticism of the regime and the ex-
pression of free and independent 
judgment. 
No, the United States is not 
yet a fascist nation. But-are we 
on the way? 
General David Prescott Bar-
rows' appraisal of the present stat-
us of our national government 
may well give us pause: 
Actually, if not legally, our admin-
istration is no longer federal, decen-
tralized, or removed from intrusion 
upon the private lives of citizens. It 
is centralized, inclusive, dominating 
even in State and local affairs, and 
still completely under the President's 
direction. The limit to the President's 
power originally imposed by the nar-
row scope of national authority is 
practically gone. 
Power feeds on power. Mr. 
Roosevelt is by nature a proud 
and imperious man, and eleven 
years in office have made him in-
creasingly intolerant of opposi-
tion or criticism and desirous for 
an ever greater measure of per-
sonal authority. This became evi-
dent as early as 1937, with his ill-
fated attempt to "pack" the Su-
preme Court, and with his equal-
ly unsuccessful efforts to "purge" 
such eminent statesmen within his 
own party as Senators George, 
Tydings, and Gillette, who had 
the temerity to oppose him on this 
and other vital issues. More re-
cently his impatience with-and 
frequent evasions of-congression-
al checks on his authority, his 
growing bitterness toward the 
press, his ill-tempered veto of the 
tax bill, and his tirade against 
Congress on the issue of the sol-
diers' vote bill are symptoms of 
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the spreading cancer of power,-
a disease to which even the great-
est of men are not immune, if 
exposed to it too long. What 
should we expect after sixteen 
years? Or after twenty? 
. The President will do well to 
heed these words of his famous 
namesake and predecessor, Theo-
dore Roosevelt: 
It is absolutely necessary that there 
should be liberty to tell the truth 
about the acts of the President of 
the United States, and this means 
that it is exactly necessary to blame 
him when he does wrong or to praise 
him when he does right. Any other 
attitude in an American citizen is 
both base and servile. To announce 
that there must be no criticism of the 
President of the United States, or 
that we are to stand by the President 
right or wrong, is not only unpatri-
otic and servile, but is morally trea-
sonable to the American spirit. 
Sources of Support 
puRTHERMORE, we do not like 
the political company that Mr. 
Roosevelt keeps and from which 
he draws his support. Apart from 
the "solid South," whose obvious 
aversion to the New De<}.l is still 
not great enough to break the 
hoary tradition of voting the 
straight Democratic ticket, where 
does Mr. Roosevelt get his sup-
port? For one thing, from the 
sprawling army of federal office-
holders. Do you know that the 
Federal Government now carries. 
on its civil payroll more than one 
employee for every three men in 
the military services, and one for 
every 41 of the national popula-
tion? What is worse, their tribe, 
like that of Abou ben Adhem, is 
bound to increase. Is it likely that 
they will vote themselves out of 
office? Again, a rna jor source of 
political support for the present 
administration reposes in the huge 
and sleazy Democratic machines 
in Chicago, Jersey City, New 
York City, and elsewhere. A host 
of minor and unsavory politicos 
are swept into office in Chicago 
on the slogan, "For Roosevelt and 
Humanity." Mayor Kelly pro-
claims, "Roosevelt is my religion," 
while his missionaries garner in 
converts from ward to ward. To 
have shared the present writer's 
experience of witnessing the 1940 
Democratic convention, at which 
Roosevelt was "drafted," was to 
behold the perfect functioning of 
a well-oiled and high-powered 
political machine. Can there be 
any doubt that the millions of 
beneficiaries of governmental 
largesse played a decisive role in 
the 1940 election? Is that the way 
to run a democracy? 
Add to this the powerful C.I.O. 
Political Action Committee, 
which is whipping labor into line 
in behalf of the Fourth Term, 
continuing the quid pro quo ar-
rangement · which has character-
ized the administration's relation-
---------------------------------------------~---' 
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ship with organized labor ever 
since the beginning. The P.A.C. 
claims to influence fourteen mil-
lion voters and has an initial cam-
paign fund of $7oo,ooo. And what 
about the administration's cod-
dling of the Communists in recent 
years? It is an edifying spectacle, 
indeed, to see Mr. Earl Browder 
beating the drums for Mr. Roose-
velt. It was not so long ago, was it 
-about the time of the Stalin-
Hitler mutual assistance pact, if 
we recall correctly-that Mr. 
Browder was denouncing the 
same Mr. Roosevelt for support-
ing an "imperialistic war"? The 
Communists, however, influence a 
sizable bloc of votes, particularly 
in pivotal New York State-even 
though, as an "educational" so-
ciety, they now disavow anything 
so crass as political objectives. 
The fact of the matter is that 
Mr. Roosevelt has become the 
only national candidate with 
whom the Democrats can hope to 
win this year's elections. And no 
one knows it better than they. A 
sorry sight, indeed, to see the 
once great and respected Demo-
cratic Party reduced to servile 
dependence upon one man! One 
is reminded of Goethe's immor-
tal lines: Die ich rief~ die Geister~ 
werd' ich nun nicht los. There is 
perhaps nothing more wholesome 
that could happen to the Demo-
cratic Party than to lose the Presi-
dency this year. It would emerge 
from that experience, we are con-
vinced, chaStened and revitalized. 
The "Commander in Chief'' 
Now, wait!" you may exclaim. 
"All that you say may be 
perfectly true. But don't you 
know that there's a war on? And 
wouldn't it be unthinkable to re-
pudiate our Commander-in-Chief 
while the fighting is still in prog-
ress? Isn't he the only man with 
whom we can expect to win both 
the war and the peace?" 
Frankly, this argumentation 
leaves us unconvinced. In the first 
place, Mr. Roosevelt is "Com-
mander-in-Chief" only in a purely 
nominal sense-and he certainly 
is not the "Commander-in-Chief" 
of the civilian populace, even 
though this impressive and mis-
leading title lends itself readily 
to campaign propaganda. The 
American people have not yet ac-
cepted the Filhrerprinzip. 
Furthermore, the successful 
prosecution of the war is due to 
our magnificent military and na-
val leaders-men like Eisenhower, 
MacArthur, Marshall, Nimitz, 
and King. We have mote faith in 
these responsible American lead-
ers, and in the great forces which 
they command, than to think that 
the defeat of Mr. Roosevelt would 
spell the doom of our cause-or 
give us even a temporary setback. 
26 The CRESSET 
The American nation is too great 
for that. 
We are frequently reminded 
that Mr. Roosevelt almost alone 
"saw this thing coming," and that 
his grasp of the world-situatio.n-
past, present, and future-requires 
that he be kept in office during 
this critical period. Now, that is 
very interesting. If Mr. Roosevelt 
saw all this coming, why did he 
not take measures to prevent the 
debacle of Pearl Harbor? Why 
did he leave our forces virtually 
defenseless in the Philippines? 
And if he did not see it coming, 
where is his foresight and his 
grasp of the world-situation? 
Far from putting our blind 
faith in Mr. Roosevelt's wartime 
and postwar leadership, we are 
desperately worried ~?out th~t 
leadership. Was the uncondi-
tional surrender" dictum at Casa-
blanca wise statesmanship, or was 
it sheer rodomontade that has 
served only to prolong the war? 
What has become of the Atlantic 
Charter, that great and thrilling 
manifesto of universal freedom? 
Mr. Stalin and Mr. Churchill 
have already shown that they re-
gard it as a "scrap of paper." 
Moreover, we are patiently wait-
ing for Mr. Roosevelt to give us 
-a clear and forthright definition 
of our war aims. We still have not 
been told what really happened 
at Teheran. We do not want our 
boys to die in vain. 
Isolationism? 
W E are fearful that. our P:esi-dent is not suffiCiently Jeal-
ous of American rights and in-
terests in the present crisis and 
in the future world-order. Or does 
concern for America's welfare put 
one into the hateful company of 
the "isolationists"? Mr. Stalin 
thinks first of Russia, and we ap-
plaud him. Mr. Churchill thinks 
first of Britain, and we applaud 
him. But let an American citizen 
express himself as thinking fir~t 
of the United States, and he IS 
snarled at from all sides as being 
an "isolationist." We have not yet 
been able to figure that one out. 
Now, speaking of isolationists, 
what do you make of this state-
ment of Candidate Roosevelt in 
the I932 campaign: 
American participation in the 
League (of Nations) would not se~ve 
the highest purpose of the preventx?n 
of war difficulties in accordance with 
fundamental American ideals. Be-
cause of these facts, therefore, I do 
not favor American participation. Let 
me make clear that a trade confer-
ence with other nations of the world 
does ·not and should not by any 
stretch of the imagination involve 
the United States in any participation 
in international controversy in Eu-
rope or elsewhere. Nor does it involve 
the renewal in any way of the prom-
ise of twelve years ago of American 
participation as a member of the 
League of Nations. 
I 
I 
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Both of Mr. Roosevelt's Repub-
lican predecessors, Presidents Coo-
lidge and Hoover, sought ratifi-
cation of the World Court. Mr. 
Hoover, in 1932, foresaw the trou-
bled economic forces in the world 
which were leading toward disas-
ter. A few months before he left 
office he arranged with the nations 
of the world to meet in London 
in 1933 to find a co-operative way 
to eliminate the economic causes 
which were leading to world-dis-
cord. When Mr. Roosevelt be-
came President he scuttled the 
London Economic Conference, 
cabled our representatives to 
come home, ana refused even to 
discuss world co-operation calcu-
lated to prevent war. 
On January 3, 1934, President 
Roosevelt stated, in his message 
to Congress, "I have made it 
clear that the United States can-
not take part in political arrange-
ments in Europe." 
In a fireside chat on September 
3, 1939, Mr. Roosevelt reassured 
the American people, "Let no 
man or woman thoughtlessly or 
false! y talk of America sending 
its armies to European fields." 
On October 30, 1940, in a cam-
paign speech in Boston, he said: 
"And while I am talking to you 
mothers and fathers, I give you 
one more ·assurance. I have said 
this before but I shall say it again 
and again and again, your boys 
are not going to be sent into any 
foreign wars." 
These wretched isolationists! 
BuT you still have a clincher: "We dare not change horses 
in the middle of the stream!" 
Rather than answer that political 
blockbuster ourselves, we shall let 
a distinguished American answer 
it: 
There will be many in this nation 
during the coming months who will 
implore you not to swap horses cross-
ing a stream. But it seems to me that 
the more truthful, the more accurate 
plea to the people of the nation 
should be this: "If the old car, in 
spite of frequent emergency repair, 
has been bumping along downhill, 
it is time to get another car that will 
start uphill on all four." 
Those words were spoken by 
Franklin D. Roosevelt, on April 
18, 1932, at St. Paul, Minnesota. 
November 7, 1944, is the time 
for the American people to "get 
another car" that will start up-
hill toward the recovery of the 
ideals and principles that made 







AND W. G. POLACK 
MUSICAL THERAPEUTICS 
• 
The subject is brought to our 
attention by Mrs. Hart 
Dierks, of Kansas City, Mo., who 
is working with local Red Cross 
units under the direction of the 
National Foundation of Musical 
Therapy. Mrs. Dierks is a vice-
president of the Missouri Federa-
tion of Music Clubs and state 
chairman of the music-in-hospi-
tals committee. She reports that 
physicians and psychiatrists are 
recognizing the value of music in 
the healing of disease and believes 
that our institutional missionaries 
and all interested in the applica-
tion of rehabilitating mind and 
body through the approach of 
music should acquaint themselves 
with this new therapy-not so 
new, by the way, but as old at 
least as David making music be.-
fore Saul when he had his fits of 
hypochondria . 
The reports of the introduction 
of this branch of the healing art 
in western centers has brought out 
interesting data concerning the 
techniques employed. It seems 
that many entertainers of the sick 
in hospital wards use an auto 
harp where no piano is available. 
Patients often learn to play these 
small harps, which are held on 
the lap or placed on a table. 
In New York weekly programs 
of selected music are presented by 
musicians trained for hospital 
work. Different music is presented 
in tuberculosis and convalescent 
wards than in surgical, war shock, 
and orthopedic wards. 
"Music in hospitals" is a new 
project of the National Federa-
tion of Music Clubs and will func-
-----------------' 
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tion in co-operation with the Red 
Cross, United States Bureau of 
Public Health, Veterans bureau, 
U.S.O., and some civilian hos-
pitals. 
THEN THERE IS THE 
ANGEL'S SERENADE 
~ As a supplement to musical 
~ therapy there should be an-
other program of nationwide 
scope, global by and by, to elimi-
nate music which doesn't help peo-
ple get well but which, on the con-
trary, lowers resistance to disease 
through its adverse effects upon 
mood and temperament. There is 
a vast amount of such music, and 
the pity of it is, none of it is copy-
righted, so that the publishers of 
so-called "Music Series" are able 
to reproduce them ad infinitum, 
and they do. The American Con-
stitution provides no safeguards 
against this roiling up of our tem-
perament through the eardrums. 
No law can be invoked against 
the violinist who, for the 825,-
oooth time, treats us to the "Cava-
tina," by Raff, or to the "Polish 
Dance," by Scharwenka, or Elgar's 
"Salut d'Amour." When· you have 
heard ever since 1900 the madden-
ing silliness of Poldini's "Waltz-
ing Doll," the whine of Braga's 
"Angel's Serenade," and the va-
pidity of Lange's "Flower Song," 
it seems that enough should be 
enough. As we tune into our fa-
vorite station to hear a program 
of popular music, must it be once 
again (and again and again and 
again) the "Traeumerei" of Schu-
mann, or Delibes' "Pizzicato" 
from Sylvia, which we first heard 
at the Chicago Fair in 1893? Then 
there is that large number of 
compositions which did not sim-
ply grow stale on us but which 
roused every evil instinct in our 
nature even when we first heard 
them. Gounod's transmogrifica-
tion of Bach's "Prelude in C," 
now known as the "Ave Maria," 
Jungman's "Longing for Home," 
and the "Fifth Hungarian Dance," 
by Brahms. Any society which 
would put the suppression of 
these three pieces upon its pro-
gram would gain ten members 
where the National Foundation 
of Musical Therapy gains one, 
and deservedly so. 
WE SHOULD HAVE AN 
ISLAND 
£But the cause of good music 
~ receives even more grievous 
injury from another group of pub-
lishers and music-sellers, the kind 
that puts out for the beginner in 
piano, violin, and flute and for 
the performer over the radio, ex-
tracts from the compositions of the 
masters, torn out of their musical 
setting. I refer to snatches of mel-
~ ------~~---
-
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ody from the great symphonies 
and sonatas, from the operas, and 
any larger composition. It is this 
which has gained for Godard's 
"Berceuse," from ] ocelyn} the 
tragic distinction of being prob-
ably the most hated melody in the 
world. It is being played to shreds 
probably as these very lines are 
being written by at least a thou-
sand beginners on the violin. 
Handel's "Largo" has been the 
most famous sufferer under this 
system of extracting tuneful melo-
dies from their context and hand-
ing them over to every amateur, 
who not only is completely igno-
rant of the musical qualities of 
which such m~lodies are capable, 
but who renders them with a tech-
nique which makes the experience 
an excruciating one indeed. Of all 
the tens of thousands of begin-
ners who play the "Largo" on the 
organ, piano or violin, hardly one 
knows that it is originally a solo 
from an I tali an opera of Handel, 
called Xerxes. Only a good inter-
preter, who strives to bring out 
the mood of the original-descri p-
tive of a shadowy dell in the for-
est-should be permitted to re-
tain the "Largo" on his repertoire. 
But what shall we say of the 
wretch who lifts the opening 
movement of Beethoven's Moon-
light Sonata bodily from its text 
and hands over the melody to a 
violin? For such people, and for 
the person who has "arranged" 
Liszt's "Consolation Number 5"-
only the tune con grazia} of course 
-for violin and the melody from 
Sibelius' "Valse Triste" for violin 
and piano, there is only one ade-
quate punishment-transporta-
tion to a lonely isle in some atoll 
of the South Pacific. We don't 
mean that anything ill should be-
fall them there, but there should 
be some means of securing their 
residence at a spot five thous,and 
miles southwest of San Francisco 
where they could no longer offend 
against the canons of musical art, 
except in a group of those guilty 
of the same offense. Lest our sug-
gestion appear too truculent, we 
recommend that they be provided 
with violins, pianos, and at least 
one cottage organ, and a set of the 
compositions which they have de· 
natured in a mistaken effort to 
make good music "popular." 
I 
I 
AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Music and the Seasons 
BY W A L T E R A. H A N S E N 
h Is good music always up to 
•. date? Is it always in season? 
Some say yes; others say no. Is 
Fran2; Joseph Haydn's music still 
up to date? Is it still in season? 
Some say yes; others say no. If you 
attack those who answer no to the 
questions about Haydn, you'll be 
forced to listen-more or less pa-
tiently-to various explanations. 
Some of Haydn's detractors will 
prate on and on about immutable 
t'erities in art. "It's evident," 
they'll say, "that Haydn, in one 
way or another, laid violent hands 
on immutable verities. Otherwise 
he'd be in style today." It sounds 
simple, doesn't it? But when you 
ask the verity-hawkers to tell you 
in plain language just what those 
wonderful, untouchable, and not-
to-be-lightly-brushed -aside veri ties 
are~ they deliver themselves of 
their blue-ribbon retort. "You 
must feel the immutable verities," · 
they declare. "Nobody can feel 
them for you, If you yourself don't 
feel them, there's no balm for you 
in Gilead." So there you are! 
Well, many of us have been en-
joying Haydn's music without pay-
ing any heed whatever to all the 
gibble-gabble about immutable 
verities. We don't belabor our 
brains in vain efforts to note, de-
cipher, explain, or ferret out im-
mutable verities; nor do we strain 
ourselves in futile attempts to do 
whatever else one is expected to 
do with immutable verities. As a 
result, we have a far better time 
than those who try to put scare-
crows and other spooklike inhibi-
tions into our heads. 
What, pray, does all this have 
to do with music and the seasons? 
Plenty. Especially when you think 
of the lopsided arguments ad-
vanced by those who declare with 
punctiliously oiled wisdom that 
Haydn's oratorio, The Seasons~ is 
thoroughly out of date in our 
time. What should one say to 
writers and speakers who shout 
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from Dan to Beersheba that 
Haydn's fascinating composition 
is fossilized? It seems to me that 
we should either ignore them or 
declare in clarion tones, "If the 
works of Haydn are out of date, 
then, in the name of all that's 
beautiful and lasting, give us more 
music equally out of date." 
Haydn was sixty-seven years old 
when he wrote The Seasons, and 
he himself believed that this ora-
torio was far less important than 
The Creation. It's a lengthy com-
position. In fact, two evenings-
or their equivalent-are needed 
for an uncut performance. Fur-
thermore, the text of the oratorio 
isn't on a par in worth or in digni-
ty with the words which the com-
poser used for The Creation. But 
in both works, and particularly in 
The Seasons, you'll find vivid evi-
dences of Haydn's deep interest in 
the beauties and wonders of na-
ture. You'll hear suggestions of 
the crowing of a rooster, the roar-
ing of a lion, the singing of birds, 
and the excitement of dogs on the 
chase. Haydn thought of flowers, 
hills, valleys, sunrise, sunset, rain, 
and storms · when he wrote The 
Seasons. When friends praised 
what he had done, he became im-
patient and spoke bitingly of the 
"French trash" which had found 
its way into his writing; but com-
posers are, in many instances, the 
most incompetent judges of the 
worth of their own works. 
Now let's turn to an orchestral 
composition entitled The Seasons. 
It's a ballet in the following four 
parts: "Winter," "Spring," "Sum-
mer," and "Autumn." The com-
poser was Alexandre G lazounoff, 
who studied under that great mas-
ter of the orchestra, Nicolas Rim-
sky-Korsakoff, and became an ex-
pert craftsman. In all probability, 
you'll enjoy "Winter" most. It 
deals with hoarfrost, ice, hail, and 
snow. "Spring," "Summer," and 
"Autumn" are less fascinating; but 
the "Waltz of the Cornflowers and 
Poppies" is full of brilliant colors. 
Twelve Piano Pieces 
f\ One day the editor of Nuvel-
•. list, a magazine devoted to mu-
sic, had what, in his opinion, was 
an unusual inspiration. He would 
ask the much-talked-about Piotr 
Ilyich Tchaikovsky to write one 
piano piece per mo~th for publi-
cation in the magazine. Naturally, 
the compositions were to be in 
keeping with the seasons of the 
year. Tchaikovsky agreed, and 
maybe the editor thought that a 
dozen masterpieces would see the 
light of day in Nuvellist. Piotr 
Ilyich fulfilled the contract, and, 
as a result, we have a series of 
twelve salon pieces called The Sea-
sons. The title. should have been 
The Months. Do you know how 
Tchaikovsky went about compos-
ing those pieces? Month after 
month he had his manservant tell 
'The Russian Icon 
"The f ree t rends of modem a-rt and the eagerness of 
the creative artists of today for deliberate expe-rimen-
tation in pictorial aTt have opened a more sympa-
thetic approach toward the peculiar pictorial language 
of the Russian icon." A. AVINOFF 
T HE Russian icon is an extension of the religious art of By-zantium. The word "Icon" in Greek means image. Both in 
Byzantium and ancient Russia this image, representing Christ, 
the Trinity, the Holy Virgin, sacred personages, and Scrip-
tural events, was never an attempt to record actuality, nor 
to convey the impression of realism for its own sake, nor to 
render figures and faces as authentic portraiture. The icon, 
being primarily an object of veneration and an auxiliary of 
worship, was just as formalized as the sequence of the liturgy, 
the ritual of the sacraments, or the words of a sacred hymn. 
It is only recently that the icon of Old Russia has attracted 
the attention of the art-loving world. One of the first compre-
hensive exhibitions of icons, outside of Russia, was held in the 
Victoria and Albert Museum in London in _1929. It was a 
completely novel revelation of a realm of quaint beauty, of 
continuous religious tradition, unfamiliar composition, and 
unmistakable spirituality. 
One of the greatest private collections of icons in the whole 
world is that of George R. Hann of Sewickley, Pennsylvania. 
The principal reason for the imperfect knowledge of the 
art of Old Russia is the prohibitive barrier of the Russian 
language, precluding a direct access to the native literature on 
the subject, which remains to a large extent a closed book to 
the Western world. The old Russian icon, which is so much 
an eloquent and characteristic manifestation of the spiritual 
quest and the artistic ideals of the Russian people, is very far 
from being illustrated in a deserving manner in any repository 
of art in America. It is, therefore, a real pleasure to present 
a few pictures from the famous Hann Collection. 
I 
St. George 
Novgorod School . . About 1400 or Earlier 
___ I 
Raising of Lazarus 
Moscow School . Fifteenth Century 
St. John, the Baptist,-with fourteen scenes of his life 
Moscow School , mixed style . . Fifteenth Century 
I 
I 
The Redeemer-The Virgin, St. John, the Baptist, St. Peter and 
St. Nicholas 
Moscow School, mixed style . . Fifteenth Century 
The Nativity 
Novgorod School . . Fifteenth Century 
St. Sophia-The Wisdom of God 
Novgorod School . . Fifteenth Century 
Christ Enthroned 
Novgorod School . . Fifteenth Century 
The inscription on the book reads, "Come 
to me and be judged justly" 
--~' 
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him when a new composition was 
due. Then he'd take pen in hand 
and write the piece at one sitting. 
Consequently, The Seasons is 
largely hack work. The titles are: 
"January-At the Fireside"; "Feb-
ruary-Carnival"; "March-Song 
of the Lark"; "April-Snowdrop"; 
"May-May Night"; "June-Bar-





and "Troika" are far superior in 
every way to the rest of the pieces. 
Maybe some musicians would de-
clare that those two compositions 
bend the knee, as is meet and 
proper, to immutable verities. You 
and I would be content to say 
that Tchaikovsky, like all other 
mortals, had to contend more fre-
quently with what are common-
ly called "off-days" than with such 
highly debatable abstractions as 
immutable verities. 
Antonio Vivaldi (1680-1743), 
the great Italian master, wrote 
four concerti grossi for string or-
chestra, cembalo, and organ to 
represent the seasons of the year. 
He had a keenly developed sense 
of form. Even the mighty Johann 
Sebastian Bach honored him and 
learned much from his excellent 
compositions. The concerti grossi 
dealing with spring, summer, au-
tumn, and winter are program-
matic in conception and in design. 
vVhen writing the Winter Concer-
to~ for example, Vivaldi thought 
of snow, ice, blusterous winds, 
rain, a peaceful fireside, and fun 
in the open air. 
Robert Schumann's first sym-
phony, called Symphony of Spring~ 
i8 an unforgettable masterpiece. I 
myself prefer it to Schumann's 
second, third, and f9urth sympho-
nies. After the composer's wife, 
who was one of the outstanding 
musicians of her time, had played 
the work on the piano, she wrote: 
I should like to say a little about 
the symphony; but I should never 
finish talking about the buds, the 
sc~nt of violets, the fresh green leaves, 
and the birds in the air, all of which 
one sees living and stirring through 
it, in youthful strength. Do not laugh 
at me, dear husband! If I cannot ex-
press mygelf poetically, yet the poetic 
spirit of this work has reached my 
innermost heart. 
Karl Goldmark's overture, In 
Springtime~ reveals an unusual 
commaJ?.d of the many resources 
of the orchestra. Besides, it's brim-
ful of delightful melodies. 
When Igor Stravinsky's LeSacre 
du Printemps (The Rite of Spring) 
was produced in Paris on May 29, 
1913, by the Diaghileff Ballet 
Russe under Pierre Monteux, 
many listeners hissed, whistled, 
and yelled to give fitting expres-
sion to what they thought was 
righteous indignation. Others, be-
lieving that Stravinsky had some-
'~--------~~--~---
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thing important to say in his com-
plicated score, resented the pole-
cat manners of the obstructionists. 
Finally the turmoil became so 
great that those who were anxious 
to hear what the bold Russian had 
brought into the world proceeded 
to shout their defiance into the 
hypersensitive ears of the men and 
women who had begun to disturb 
the peace. As a result, the prem-
iere of The Rite of Spring was a 
colossal flop. But the work itself 
didn't die. It's alive and strong 
today. It's a masterpiece. Maybe 
you don't agree with me. Disagree 
to your heart's content. Contro-
versy makes life interesting. Let's 
have more of it; but let's remem-
ber that one doesn't slay good 
music by resorting to hisses and 
catcalls. 
Hissing Mendelssohn 
h Does anyone ever hiss when 
~· Mendelssohn's "Spring Song," 
from the Songs Without Words, 
is played? I'm not thinking of 
the hisses with which audiences 
in some parts of the world might 
show their disappoval of murder-
ous performances of the little pia-
no piece; I'm thinking of hisses 
which would come from the 
mouths of those who consider the 
composition trite and out of date. 
Some self-appointed guardians of 
the immutable verities hiss- in-
wardly, at least- when they hear 
the "Spring Song"; others, equally 
zealous in their devotion to im-
m-y.table verities, are always glad 
to listen to the piece. Just what 
are immutable verities anyway? 
Let's not slight two ubiquitous 
but charming piano compositions 
by Norwegian composers. I'm re-
ferring to Christian Sinding's 
"Rustle of Spring" and Edvard 
Grieg's "To Spring." Then there's 
Johann Strauss's beautiful waltz, 
"Voices of Spring." Debussy's 
Rondes de Printemps, from the 
Images for Orchestra, abounds in 
subtle magic and makes deft use 
of an old French folk tune. Have 
you every heard De hussy's song, 
"Spring Is Here"? It's a precious 
jewel. Beethoven's Spring Sonata, 
for violin and piano, is a master-
work. Frederick Delius' On Hear-
ing the Fi?·st Cuckoo in Spring is 
delightful. Bear in mind that De-
lius was an individualist. He was 
decidedly, and almost exclusively, 
pro-Deli us. 
The thirteenth-century round, 
"Sumer Is Icumen In," has histor-
ical, literary, philological, and mu-
sical importance. Many listeners 
take keen delight in Deli us' In a 
Summer Garden and Summer 
Night on the River. Hugo Alfven, 
the Swedish violinist and compo-
ser, has given us 1\Jidsommarvaka 
(Midsummer Vigil): Swedish 
Rhapsody for Orchestra to suggest 
the merry-making with which his 
countrymen celebrate St. John's 
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"Automne," a melodius concert 
etude by Cecile Chaminade, the 
French composer-pianist, is thor-
oughly pianistic in every way, and 
Gabriel Faure's song with the 
same title reveals the touch of a 
master. Comes Autumn Time is 
a well-written overture for orches-
tra from the pen of Leo Sowerby. 
Engelbert Humperdinck, who 
gave us Hansel und Gretel} wrote 
incidental music for Max Rein-
hardt's production of Shake-
speare's Winters Tale} and Mario 
Castelnuovo-Tedesco, an able Ital-
ian who has been living in the 
United States since 1939, com-
posed an overture on the basis of 
the same play. In the trio of one 
of Mozart's Eight German Dances 
( K. 6oo) you'll hear a vivid sugges-
tion of a sleighride. In addition, 
I must mention The Winter's 
Past1 a rhapsody for oboe and 
string orchestra by the young 
American composer, Wayne Bar-
low, and the late Henry Hadley's 
second symphony, which is enti-
tled The Four Seasons. Tchaikov-
sky's Symphony No. I 1 in G Minor , 
has the subtitle Winter Reveries. 
Schubert's Die Winterreise is a 
song cycle. The first movement of 
the Symphony of A utumn1 by 
Douglas Moore, author of From 
Madrigal to Modern Music} at-
tempts to suggest "the majestic 
and mellow sadness of an Autumn 
afternoon." In the second part 
there's a "triumphant song of the 
katydids." Mr. Moore says: 
Autumn may be theoretically a sad 
season, but to listen to the chorus of 
katydids against an ostinato of tree-
toads, with very white, cold stars over-
head and a streamy earth beneath, is 
to distrust the idea. 
In conclusion, Mr. Moore's sym-
phony deals with "the irresponsi-
ble gayety of an Autumn day at 
noon when the light on the water 
is silver and there is always a 
breeze to offer water surfaces to 
the light." 
I almost forgot to mention the 
thrilling song which Sigmund 
sings to spring in the first act of 
Wagner's Die Walkilre. 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
ARTHUR FooTE. Suite for Strings} op. 
6; . The Boston Symphony Orches-
tra under Serge Koussevitzky.-Ar-
thur Foote's (1853-1937) suite re-
veals excellent workmanship and is 
full of captivating melodies. The 
third movement-a fugue-is writ-
ten with remarkable skill. Dr. Kous-
sevitzky's reading is lucid in every 
detail, and the recording is superb. 
Victor Album 962. $2.63. 
CLAUDE DEBUSSY. Gigues and Rondes 
de Printemps1 from Images for Or-
chestra. The San Francisco Sym-
phony Orchestra under Pierre 
Monteux.-In these superbly re-
corded readings Monteux enables 
the listener to recognize Debussy 
as one of the outstanding masters 
of the complex art of colorful or-
chestration. Victor Album 954· 
$2.63. 
1'------------~~~--
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Let Freedom Ring 
A BELL FOR ADANO. By John 
Hersey. Alfred A. Knopf, New 
York. 1944. 269 pages. $2.50. 
R UIN and desolation hung over the Sicilian village of Adano when, 
on a still, hot July morning in 1943, 
Major Victor Joppolo, U.S.A., newly 
appointed civil affairs officer of the 
Allied Military Government, stepped 
from the sliding gangway of L.C.I. 
No. 9488. Slowly Major Joppolo made 
his way through the deserted, dust-
filled, and bomb-pocked streets. He 
met no one; for the villagers were 
still in hiding-either in the adjoining 
hills or in cellars and air-raid shelters. 
Now and again the deep silence was 
shattered by the sound of rifle and 
machine-gun frre; for, in the farther-
most corners of the town, mopping-
up actions were still in progress. On 
reaching the Palazzo di Citta, which 
was to be his headquarters, the Major 
took from his briefcase two flags-one, 
American; the other, British. Before 
he had raised the Stars and Stripes 
to the top of the flagpole to the left 
of the balcony of the Palazzo, 
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there were five Italians in the Piazza. 
Before he had the Union Jack attached 
to the halyards .of the right-hand pole, 
there were twenty. By the time he had 
both flags up, forty people were shout-
ing: "Bon giorno, Americana." 
In his office Major J oppolo found 
two villagers waiting for him. When 
he asked them, "What do the people 
of this town need most?" the fat 
Craxi quickly replied, "To eat. Much 
to eat." But eighty-two-year-old Caco-
pardo did not agree with his fellow-
townsman. He said, "Fat one, you 
think only of your stomach. This 
town needs a bell more than any-
thing." 
Before the first wearing day of oc-
cupation was over, Major Joppolo 
had heard the story of the bell of 
Adana from many lips. For 700 years 
the bell had hung in the tower of the 
Palazzo di Citta. 
This bell was the center of our town. 
All life revolved around it. The farmers 
in the country were awakened by it in 
the morning, the drivers of the carts 
knew when to start by it, the bakers 
baked by it. Its tone soothed all the peo-
ple of this town. It chided those who 
were angry, it cheered the unhappy ones, 
it even laughed with those who were 
I 
-, 
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drunk .... The bell was of our spirit. 
It was of our history. 
Two weeks before Adano was taken 
Mussolini's soldiers had dismantled 
the bell and had taken it away "to 
make rifle barrels or something." Now 
the people of Adano wanted their bell 
back. The American-born son of Ita-
lian parents, Major Joppolo thor-
oughly understood the Italian tem-
perament. He promised to get their 
bell back if he could. If he could not, 
he would find for them a new bell. 
Before Major Joppolo was trans-
ferred to another post by a stupid, 
malicious, and arrogant superior, he 
did get a bell for the people of Ada-
no-not their old bell, it is true, but 
one which wa~ rich in history and 
which Guzzo, the old bell-ringer, said 
was "all right." And "everyone knew 
old Guzzo. He did not exaggerate. 
vVhen he said something is fair, he 
meant it was perfect." On the day 
on which the new bell was installed 
the grateful people of Adano cere-
mopiously presented to the Major a 
portrait of himself. Bellanca, the 
"Mister Mayor" of Adano, summed 
up the virtues of the likeness in this 
way: 
The eyes of the portrait are honest. 
In the chin there is strength In the ears 
there is alertness. In the cheeks there is 
sympathetic warmth. And you can see in 
the picture that that man wishes that 
each person in the town of Adano should 
be happy. That is a very big thing in a 
face. 
When the defeat of the Axis part-
ners has been accomplished, the ar-
mies and the government of the Unit-
ed States will be faced with the stu-
pendous task of bringing order and 
stability into the shambles of war-
ravaged Europe. What we do, or fail 
to do, during this critical period will 
shape the future history of the world. 
Wherever Americans in uniform go, 
they will win for the United States 
either friendship and good will or the 
kind of hatred and ill will which must 
inevitably lead to another war. John 
Hersey, brilliant young author and 
journalist, has seen much of the pres-
ent conflict at first hand. His expe-
riences in the South Pacific are re-
corded in two earlier books: Bataan 
and Into the Valley. In 1943 Mr. Her-
sey covered the Sicilian campaign 
and, for a time, lived in an occupied 
town not unlike the village of Adano. 
Here he saw "some things which made 
him proud and some things which 
made him angry." He has Written his 
pride and his anger into A Bell for 
Adano. This is a portrait of democra-
cy at its best-and at its worst. Here, 
drawn from life, wearing the same 
uniform and fighting the same fight, 
we see two officers-one, a general no 
less arrogant and sadistic than the 
Fuhrer himself; the other, Major 
Joppolo. Mr. Hersey tells us in a 
foreword: 
I · think it is important for you to 
know about Major Joppolo. He was a 
good man, and what he did and what 
he was not able to do in Adano repre-
sented what America can and cannot do 
in Europe .... Neither the eloquence of 
Churchill nor the humaneness of Roose-
velt, no Charter, no four freedoms or 
fourteen points, no dreamer's diagram so 
symmetrical and faultless on paper, no 
plan, no hope, no treaty-not;).e of these 
things can guarantee anything. Only men 
can guarantee, only the behavior of men 
under pressure, only our Joppolos. 
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A Mystic Maze 
THE RAZOR'S EDGE. By W. Som-
. erset Maugham. Doubleday, Doran 
& Co., Inc., New York. 1944. 343 
pages. $2.75. 
I T is natural and interesting to spec-ulate a bit on the motive, or mo-
tives, which inspired Somerset Maug-
ham to write a novel given over to 
mysticism. Is The Razclr's Edge a 
revelation of the seventy-year-old au-
thor's own groping for a personal 
faith which can stand up under the 
terrific impact of a global war-a war 
which, in its unparalleled fury and 
ruthlessness, seems to some to set at 
naught the teachings of the Man of 
Galilee? Or is The Razor's Edge a 
frank confession of a complete lack 
of faith? Is it a cynical, tongue-in-the-
cheek challenge to those who have· 
faith 'to explain this if you can"? 
Or is it just another in a long list 
of novels? 
The principal character in Mr. 
Maugham's book is a young Ameri-
can aviator whose shattering experi-
ences in the first World War caused 
him to set out on a long and difficult 
journey in a search for truth and 
spiritual perfection. Larry Darrel 
traveled from his native Chicago to 
the far corners of the earth. He exam-
ined and re-examined many creeds 
and many doctrines; he lived and 
worked in many curious places and 
with many kinds of people; he re-
nounced ease, pleasure, love, and lux-
ury. Eventually, under the tutelage of 
the Hindu holy man, Shri Ganesha, 
"his soul shed the last trace of ego-
ism and became one with the Abso-
lute." Then Larry was ready to re-
turn to America to practice his new-
found creed of "calmness, forbear-
ance, compassion, selflessness, and 
continence." He had no desire to set 
himself up as a teacher; but he hoped 
and believed that "a few people will 
see that my way of life offers happi-
ness and peace, and that they in turn 
will teach what they have learnt to 
others." 
In the hands of a less able writer 
Larry Darrel might have been made 
to appear as a foolish, impotent 
dreamer; but the distinguished au-
thor of The Moon and Sixpence) Of 
Human Bondage) and The Summing 
Up is a skilled craftsman. His prose 
is smooth, clear and polished. Under 
his deft hand a complicated plot de-
velops easily and logically; and his 
characters, drawn with vivid and sar-
donic skill, are cleverly fashioned tar-
gets for Mr. Maugham's barbed and 
biting darts. Hypocrisy and lip ser-
vice within the church, greed for 
wealth and lust for power, the de-
based gratification of the senses, and 
the polished sham of what we are 
wont to call Society-with a capital 
S- are depicted in The Razor's Edge 
in a manner which is always cold and 
direct and very often brutal and of-
fensive. 
Land of Mystery 
USSR: The Story of Soviet Russia. 
By Walter Duranty. J. B. Lippin-
cott Company, Philadelphia and 
New York. 1944. 293 pages. $3.00. 
AFEW years ago Walter Duranty wrote a book entitled I Write as 
I Please. He has lived up to that 
statement in USSR. 
------~----------~·' 
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Mr. Duranty spent a long time in 
the Soviet Union as a newspaper 
correspondent. He had a difficult 
assignment; but he did his job with 
fine skill. He wrote lucidly about 
many important events; he inter-
viewed many important personages. 
Readers set great store by Mr. Duran-
ty's accounts of what was going on in 
the U.S.S.R., that great land of ex-
perimentation, mystery, and seeming 
contradictions. They were right in 
doing so. A mighty drama was being 
enacted in Russia, and everywhere 
men and women were eager to learn 
what an on-the-spot observer had to 
say about the action and the actors. 
USSR proves once more that Mr. 
Duranty is a reporter with a skilful 
pen; but there is grave danger that 
as time goes on the book may show 
that Mr. Duranty, the writer of his-
tory, is by no means as able a man 
as Mr. Duranty, the journalist. Yes, it 
is true that journalism and the writ-
~nl?' of history frequently overlap; but 
It IS equally true that there are times 
when "never the twain shall meet." 
Mr .. Duranty points out-correctly 
and Wisely-that Russia's geography 
and topography have had more than 
one significant word to say in the 
shaping of her history. The flatness 
of the land has been "a determining 
factor." 
Geography more than climate deter-
mines the fate of nations. Western Eu-
rope evolved into the feudal system be-
cause robber barons and chiefs were 
able to take and fortify high points of 
ground, around which, thanks to their 
protection, grew communities of artisans 
and traders. These strong points and 
these robber barons gave protection also 
to farmers, or peasants, in the neighbor-
ho~d. In Russia no such strong points 
e~1sted, and no such protection was pos-
Sible. Therefore no such communities of 
traders and artisans and of the surround-
ing farmers were created. 
The author of USSR deals with 
Russia's part in World War I and 
discusses Nicholas II, Rasputin, and 
the factors which led to the defeat of 
the great land by the Germans. He 
examines and analyzes the important 
events which followed in the wake of 
that defeat. Then he writes at far 
greater length and in detail about 
the birth and the growth of the Soviet 
Republic. There were good fairies, 
he says, at the cradle of the U.S.S.R. 
They "wished it courage, clearsighted-
ness, perseverance, determination, 
and unbounded energy." But a wick-
ed fairy appeared upon the scene, 
and that wicked fairy "added the 
curse that it [the U.S.S.R.] would al-
ways be misunderstood and tra-
duced." The fact that "Soviet Russia 
from the outset did much to discour-
age alien · investigation" facilitated 
the fulfillment of the wicked fairy's 
curse. 
The book contains vivid analyses 
o~ the personalities and the prin-
Ciples of Kerensky, Lenin, Trotzky, 
and, of course, Stalin. Years ago Mr. 
Duranty declared to a friend: 
I'm betting on Stalin, just the way 
you say you are betting on Whirlaway 
or any other horse, and when they've 
won once or twice you talk of them as 
"your" horse ... . Stalin was my horse. 
Stalin, says Mr. Duranty, has pa-
tience. He is "willing to bide his time 
and await the psychological moment." 
He has the "ability to profit by ex-
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perience," and he knows how to win 
the support of the masses. After Len-
in's death some thought that Trotzky 
would become the leader of the 
U.S.S.R.; but Trotzky's moodiness 
and his lack of tact and political 
shrewdness made it relatively easy for 
Stalin to gain the upper hand. 
It is fascinating to read Mr. Duran-
ty's graphic account of the develop-
ment of the U.S.S.R. under the lead-
ership of Stalin; but it would be un-
wise to accept every interpretatitm of 
his as definitive and authoritative. 
Readers of USSR will do well to com-
pare some of the author's statements 
and conclusions with what other ob-
servers have written. They will dis-
cover more than one discrepancy, and 
now and then they will ask them-
selves, "Did Mr. Duranty depend too 
faithfully at times on his recollec-
tions? Did he always pay adequate 
and painstaking attention to avail-
able source material?" 
The starving-some call it the 
"liquidation" -of millions of men, 
women, and children in 1932 is a case 
in point. Was this a carefully 
planned mass murder? Some say it 
was. Mr. Duranty, however, declares 
emphatically that at that time "Japan 
was poised to strike" and that it was 
necessary for the Red Army to "have 
reserves of food and gasoline." Conse-
quently, the order went out "that two 
million tons of grain must be collect-
ed within thirty days because the 
Army had to have it. It had ta be 
collected, without argument, on pain 
of death. The orders about gasoline 
were hardly less peremptory." And 
all this took place, says the author, 
"when the collective farms were rely-
ing upon tractors to plough their 
fields." Japan did not attack; but 
millions of Russians died a horrible 
death. Who is right? Mr. Duranty or 
those who accuse Stalin of "liquidat-
ing" · the kulaks for political reasons 
pure and simple? Time will tell. Or 
will it? 
USSR tells of the planned economy 
in the Soviet Union, of the indus-
trialization of the country, of the 
progress in agriculture, of the prepa-
rations for national defense, of Mos-
cow in relation to Munich, of the 
great purges, of the famous trials, of 
Stalin's pact with Hitler in 1939, and 
of the titanic struggle which Germa-
ny forced upon the great land of 
mystery and tenaciousness in 1941. 
Today the U.S.S.R. is a great power. 
Mr. Duranty says: 
The Russians, I think, have abandoned 
their first fanatical impulse to impose 
their ideas and their methods upon the 
Western Powers. They have before them 
a tremendous and most difficult task of 
national reconstruction. . . . Their task 
of reconstruction is terrific and requires 
our help. 
What about Stalin and the Ortho-
dox Church of Russia? 
When Stalin received in the Kremlin 
the Church leaders and allowed them to 
assemble the Holy Synod to elect a 
patriarch of the Orthodox Church of 
Russia, that was a most significant act. 
It did not mean that Bolshevik Kremlin 
admitted the authority of the Orthodox 
Church of Russia, but it did mean that 
Stalin recognized the value of the Or-
thodox Church of Russia as a foreign 
political force-in Bulgaria, Serbia-Ru-
mania and Greece-and as a unifying 
factor in the U.S.S.R. itself. 
Read USSR by all means; but be 
careful to compare some of Mr. Du-
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ranty's views with the views of writers 
who do not always see eye to eye 
with him. Mr. Duranty has not dis-
pelled the widespread belief that 
Russia, as Winston Churchill once 
said, "is a riddle wrapped in a mys-
tery inside an enigma." 
Portrait 
WHAT BECAME OF ANNA BOL-
TON'! By Louis Bromfield. Harper 
& Brothers, New York. 1944. 311 
pages. $2.50. 
L OUIS BROMFIELD'S latest book is a portrait of a woman who rose 
from across-the-tracks poverty to 
wealth and position, and yet did not 
find herself until she lost herself in 
serving others. 
The story is told in the first per-
son by a newspaperman who knew 
her as Annie Scanlon back in Lewis-
burg High School, but an artist might 
have painted the picture this way: 
Here are the basic features of Annie 
Scanlon. She is smart, good looking, 
proud. There is determination in her 
eyes. A little background now, so you 
will see why she is that way. Her mother 
was Lewisburg's best cleaning woman, 
her father was a worthless drunk. Her 
sole ambition is to "show Lewisburg." 
Let us dress her up with fine clothes, 
exquisite furs and jewels. She is Anna 
Bolton now, widowed into millions. She 
has "shown Lewisburg" by becoming 
famous in London society. Nobility from 
all Europe is at her feet. In spite of this 
accomplishment, she is not satisfied. The 
portrait is not complete. It lacks some-
thing. Shall we call it-a soul? 
Anna Bolton was staying at the Ritz 
in Paris when the Germans marched in. 
She tried to run away, but she was caught 
in a surging sea of refugees. They were 
strafed. Hungry, wounded, and dying, 
they needed help, and they forced her 
to aid them. But the force soon comes 
from within herself. She assumes respon-
sibility for a whole village in general 
and for the infant son of Captain Jean 
Lambert in particular. When her cash 
runs out, she sells her furs. A few more 
deft strokes of the brush-Can you see 
her soul emerging? Back in London 
wherever prominent people gather they 
are asking "What became of Anna Bol-
ton?" 
When you see the finished portrait, 
you will know why Anna is happy 
and contented at last. The story is so 
well integrated (Mr. Bromfield has 
even omitted chapter divisions) that 
the reader can scarcely lay it aside. 
JESSIE SwANSON 
Mature Thought 
WHAT IS OUR DESTINY'! By Nor-
man Thomas. Doubleday, Doran & 
Company, Inc., Garden City, New 
York, 1944. 192 pages. $2.00. 
I N this book, Mr. Thomas fearlessly lays bare what, in his opinion, are 
some of the basic factors responsible 
for the rise of Hitler, for our entry 
into the war against Germany, and 
for our war against Japan. In the last 
part of the book the author analyzes 
various peace plans that have been 
widely discussed and includes his own 
proposals for a lasting peace. 
Mr. Thomas has been in public 
life long enough to know what has 
been happening in our social and po-
litical economy for several decades. 
His book, the result of a mass of 
astute observations and mature reflec-
tions, is, therefore, an important con-
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tribution to present and postwar 
problems. Mr. Thomas expresses him-
self on a wide range of subjects. We 
can list only a few. Among them are 
the Atlantic Charter, American im-
perialism, British imperialism, post-
war militarism, aid to Britain before 
we entered the war, the Versailles 
treaty, racial discrimina~ion, '!one 
world," conscientious objectors, post-
war unemployment, and conscription 
after the war. 
Also in this book the author dem-
onstrates his facility as a writer. The 
pages sparkle with scintillating sen-
tences. To encourage the reader to 
read the book, we shall quote a few 
passages: 
Men have already destroyed in the war 
what would literally have conquered 
poverty in the belligerent nations (p. 
46) . 
If the organized veterans after this war 
are a genuine constructive force for a 
co-operative world, it will be the first 
time in history (p. 47) . 
In a world where at one time or an-
other all peoples have had plenty of 
guilt for which to answer the one hope 
will be mutual forgiveness and new ef-
forts to achieve peace and fellowship 
(p. 64). 
The present indictment of the Ger-
man people can be matched almost word 
for word by the indictment of the French 
people during and after the Napoleonic 
Wars (p. 64) . 
The Polish Corridor never did and 
never will make sense (p. 81) . 
I hope I have made clear my convic-
tion that lasting peace will require an 
end of white supremacy and the domin-
ion of various western empires over the 
world (p. 95) . 
Airplanes alone do not create social 
or spiritual unity (p. 97) . 
The interest burden alone in this year 
is greater than the entire annual budget 
of the federal government in any year 
before the First World War (p. 150). 
Once it was hoped that science by 
devotion to truth in the physical labora-
tory might incline men to the search for 
truth in the larger laboratory of life. 
There has been no such ethical result 
of. the modern interest in the physical 
sc1ences (p. 153) . 
The reader of the book will not 
agree with all of Mr. Thomas's views. 
But he will learn anew to respect the 
opinions of this courageous cham-
pion of the welfare of American citi-
zens and his sincere interest to make 
this world of hate and hunger a bet-
ter one than it now is. 
Pagan People 
HIGH TIDE AT NOON. By Eliza-
beth Ogilvie. Thomas Y. Crowell 
and Co., New York. 414 pages. 
$2.75· 
T HE author, Boston born, has spent many summers with her family on 
a small island on the outer rim of 
Penobscot Bay, off the coast of Maine. 
This island has so charmed her that 
she decided to make it the setting for 
a novel in which she would write 
about the lobstermen of Maine. This 
she has done in this book, the story 
of which centers in the life and do-
ings of Joanna Bennett and the Ben-
nett family. The plot revolves around 
the romance of Joanna, who is loved 
and admired by three men: Nils, with 
whom she went lobstering as a young 
girl and who understands her thor-
oughly; Simon Bird, m.ember of a 
r 
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family which through dishonest meth-
ods endeavors to break the Bennett 
hold on the island people and is 
eventually forced off the island; and 
Alec Douglass, charming, thoughtful, 
but an inveterate gambler, whom she 
marries. After Alec's untimely death 
the fortunes of the Bennetts at 
length run low, and they too leave 
the island for the main land; but Jo-
anna is not happy and ultimately re-
turns to find Nils back on the island 
after years of travel, and with him 
she finds the opportunity to re-estab-
lish a home on the island. 
The author tells a good story in a 
style that is at times classically beau-
tiful. Unfortunately, the people 
whom she depicts-a fault of many of 
our present-day novels-are funda-
mentally heathen. The church has 
little or no part in their existence; 
when it enters in at all, it is only for 
the purpose of taking care of mar-
riages, christenings, and burials, a 
very superficial contact, hardly more 
than a superstitious gesture. While it 
is true that only about one-half of 
our American public is enrolled on 
the rosters of the churches, there are 
very few communities that are al-
together churchless, and even in 
small communities the church plays 
a more important part in the lives of 
the people than one would suspect, 
reading a novel such as this. We may 
be w.r:ong, but we suspect strongly 
that many of our modern novelists, 
because they are churchless them-
selves, ignore the church altogether 
in their writings or else hand it an 
occasional sop, as does this author. 
vVe should like to see a school of writ-
ers developed in our country who 
would write of our people more realis-
tically, with due regard for the place 
and influence of the church, either 
positively or negatively, on their lives. 
Until this is done, the great American 
novel will not have been written. 
Great Explorer 
CAPTAIN ]ENS MUNK'S SEPTEN-
TRIONALIS: Norse Discovery of 
Churchill, Hudson Bay, Sept. 7, 
z6zg. By Rev. B. M. Hofrenning. 
Pine Creek, Minn. 1942. 72 pages. 
Brochured. 75 cents. 
T HE mists of the centuries lying be-tween the voyages of the early ex-
plorers in the northern "\Wlters, es-
pecially those of the Vikings and 
their descendants, are lifting; and 
the figures of Bjarne, Lei£ Erickson, 
John Scolvu, and others are becom-
ing more and more familiar to the 
student of history. Pastor Hofren-
ning, of the Norwegian Lutheran 
Church, has done us a distinct service 
by compiling what is known of that 
intrepid explorer of a later day, Cap-
tain Jens Munk, retelling in English 
the story of Munk's endeavor to find 
the "Northwest Passage" and the 
"short route to India" in 1619 and 
1620, at the behest of King Christian 
IV of Norway and Denmark. What 
makes Munk's dagbog, or journal, of 
this voyage so intriguing is the evi-
dently sincere piety, so seldom found 
in seafaring men, which breathes 
from every page. He calls his account 
Navigatio Septentrionalis and begins 
it with a fervent prayer: 
0 Thou Lamb of God that bearest the 
sins of the world, have mercy upon us 
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and graciously grant us a fair wind, and 
speed us well thither whe:e w,e wish t? 
be, so that his Royal MaJesty s expedi-
tion and voyage may be well performed; 
that I may deserve thanks , and have the 
good will of my master and the grace 
of God, friendship and a good conscience; 
that I may not do my neighbor any hurt 
further than what I am graciously com-
manded. Be with me, 0 God, in all my 
ways, and be always my Companion and 
true Guide, for the sake of Thy holy 
name. Amen. 
M unk has the distinction of bring-
ing the first Lutheran minister to the 
shores of North America. That man 
was Rasmus Jensen, of Aarhus, in 
Denmark. Jensen acted as chaplain 
of the flotilla consisting of two ships, 
the Enhjorningen and the Lamp-
renen. They went into winter quar-
ters at the mouth of the Churchill 
River on the west side of the Hudson 
Bay in September, 161g, taking p~s­
session of the land as Nova Dama. 
They celebrated the first Lutheran 
Christmas and Communion service in 
America there on December 25, 161g. 
The expedition of sixty-six men, in-
cluding the pastor, was almost wiped 
out by scurvy in the course of the 
winter, the chaplain succumbing on 
February 20, 1620, ten months before 
the landing of the Pilgrims on Plym-
outh Rock. The captain and two of 
his men were snatched from the very 
jaws of death and retu.rned to Den-
mark in the smaller of the two ships 
in December, 1620. Munk's dagbog 
was first printed in Copenhagen in 
1624 and later translated into Dutch, 
German, and English. An extensive 
bibliography will be welcome to the 
student of history. 
KARL KRETZMANN 
Inside the Great Enigma 
THE GOLDEN AGE OF RUSSIAN 
LITERATURE. By Ivar Spector. 
The Caxton Printers, Ltd., Cald-
well, Idaho. 1943. 264 pages. $3.50. 
I N speaking of Russian literature the term "golden age," Spector tells us, 
is customarily applied to the nine-
teenth century, or, more exactly, to 
the period extending from the publi-
cation in 1782 of a realistic comedy 
on the national life to the present 
time, when such works as Sholokhov's 
The Silent Don are still appearing. 
This epoch, beginning during the 
reign of Catherine the Great, is dis-
tinguished by the focus of attention 
on Russia herself. 
Under the scrutiny of a series of 
great writers the several social classes 
revealed their vices and their virtues: 
the landowners their ignorance and 
avarice, the government officials thei~ 
corruption, the nobility their gra-
ciousness and lack of purpose, the 
merchants their narrowness, which 
was gradually giving place to more 
generous views; the Army officers ap-
peared with their artificial codes, the 
students with their gaucherie and 
idealism, the Cossacks with their reck-
lessness, and the serfs with qualities 
that too few had troubled to recog-
nize. Each writer set himself the task 
of analyzing the groups which he 
knew best. 
In Spector's account of this litera-
ture there is an especial timeliness in 
the long conflict that he traces be-
tween the Slavophiles and the West-
ernizers: 
Slavophilism was not a political move-
ment, but a natural outgrowth of the 
I 
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Russian temperament. It stood for no 
striking reforms, but rather for a reas-
sertion of the inherent good qualities in 
the Russian character. Its orientation 
was strictly national. Westernism, on the 
other hand, was an imported product 
which found many sponsors in Russia. In 
fact, the greatest liberals were almost 
automatically classified as Westernizers, 
although there were actually as many in 
the opposite camp. The Westernizers 
stood for a western orientation, that is, 
they wanted their institutions, political, 
economic, and social, modeled upon 
those of Western Europe, particularly 
upon those of France and England. 
Probably the Slavophile best 
known outside of Russia is Dostoyev-
sky, who was opposed in his time by 
Turgenev. Spector gives an interest-
ing analysis of Crime and Punish-
ment in terms of these conflicting 
philosophies. 
As Spector's book is designed for a 
school text, it is arranged so as to 
facilitate reference to the fourteen au-
thors and to their best-known works, 
of which synopses are given, together 
with translations of significant pas-
sages. 
ALICE R. BENSEN. 
Germany Between Wars 
ENDURE NO LONGER. By Martha 
Albrand. Little, Brown and Com-
pany, Boston. 1944. 340 pages. 
$2.50. 
I N this novel Miss Albrand, by tracing the life of a German offi-
cer's family through World War I, the 
aftermath, and the rise of Nazism, at-
tempts to demonstrate that German 
militarism is the result of a national 
refusal to recognize reality. Why this 
frame of mind should be so prevalent 
in Germany, however, she does not 
explain; nor does she give an ade-
quate presentation of the attitudes 
of the laboring class. 
The story is composed of a series 
of revelations to Frederica, the 
daughter of a Prussian officer, of the 
fact that the world is not as her par-
ents picture it. At the age of four 
she is awakened one night, on her 
family's estate, by the thunder and 
flashing of the Russian guns. Her 
parents are acting in the best tradi-
tion: her father is with the Army and 
her mother has risen from childbed 
to direct the flight. And yet; in spite 
of the precept that persons of her 
class are never afraid, the child 
knows that they have met something 
greater than themselv~s that is caus-
ing them to give way to proscribed 
emotions. 
The fortunes of war take Frederica 
to the town home of her grand-
father, a self-made manufacturer, 
and her grandmother, born a coun-
tess. Max Hille serves as the rational 
center of the book. By making clear 
to Frederica the sources of their 
wealth and by teaching her to think 
independently, he saves her from the 
indoctrination intended by her Jun-
ker relatives. 
The 192o's are shown as a period 
when the capable, personified by 
Hille, are bled by the incapable, the 
Junker sons-in-law, and when respon-
sible government is hindered by ir-
responsible violence and apathy. Old 
Hille is at last ruined, but he en-
courages Frederica to go to Berlin to 
seek independence rather than sacri-
----------------.. .. ·--~----------~--------------~------~---
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fice herself in marriage to save her 
predatory relatives. In Berlin she dis-
covers physical and moral squalor of 
which she had never dreamed. Fred-
erica further flouts her family's in-
tolerances by falling in love with and 
marrying a Jew. Her Junker father 
continues to beg money from her but 
refuses to accept a position in her 
husband's office. 
When Frederica has at last freed 
herself from the false attitudes that 
had trammeled her, she finds the old 
slavery coming again in the new guise 
of Nazism. She decides to "endure 
no longer" but flee from the nation. 
Most of Miss Albrand's characters 
are stereotyped, and the political 
problems are sketchily treated, but 
Frederica herself gives rise to many 
charming passages. 
ALICE R. BENSEN 
Page Gertrude Stein 
ONE TIMES ONE. By E. E. Cum-
mings. Henry Holt and Company, 
New York. 1944. 61 pages. $2.00. 
T HE whole of things is Cummings' subject in this series of poems: 
one's not half two. It's two are halves 
of one: 
which halves reintegrating, shall occur 
no death and any quantity; but than 
all numerable roosts the actual more ... 
The victims of his satire are those 
individuals who fail to be aware of 
the whole. The pompous, the senti-
mental, the assured find themselves 
hung with ribbons of motley and 
teasing bells. 
The apparent difficulties of Cum-
mings' style vanish under a little 
practice. The extra satire he achieves 
by frequent refusal to pay tribute to 
the formalities of capitalization and 
punctuation is worth some slight in-
convenience to the reader: 
mr u will not be missed 
who as an anthologist 
sold the many on the few 
not excluding mr u 
His use of words as unaccustomed 
parts of speech, one means of pro-
claiming the unity of the world, is 
not very confusing: "and stifles for-
ests in white ago," "but if a look 
should april me," "the, climbingly 
fallingest." Another device for unify-
ing ideas is the interpolation of one 
chain of thought in another by means 
of parentheses: "trees were in (give 
give) bud ... " His diction gathers 
in the diversity of modern life: 
"don't ask me ... pliz," "LISN bud 
LISN," "so what," "electrons deify 
one razorblade into a mountain-
range," "into thy grave," "caveat 
emptor," "viva sweet love"-words 
and phrases from many traditions are 
brought together in his verses. Per-
haps his most persistent difficulty is 
his elimination of connective words, 
and this device is frequently compli-
cated by unaccustomed word arrange-
ments. But the reader soon becomes 
intrigued by the compact impudence 
that results. 
Cummings is a master of epigram. 
His brief stanzas insinuate their 
points with the help of unexpected 
rhymes, parodies, and puns but the 
thought is not dependent upon such 
aids. Of the irresponsibility of mod-
ern society he writes: 
I 
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of all the blessings which to man 
kind progress doth impart 
one stands supreme i mean the an 
imal without a heart 
But his terse style is not devoted to 
satire alone. In this collection are 
many charming love poems. Probably 
the finest of these are the one with 
the recurring line "but if a look 
should april me," the one with the 
refrain, "sweet spring is your 
time ... ," and the excellent sonnet, 
"true lovers in each happening of 
their hearts. . . " 
ALICE R. BENSEN 
Spiritual Crises 
THE SEAS OF THE GODS. Edited 
by Whit Burnett. J. B. Lippincott 
Co., Philadelphia. 1944. 585 pages. 
$3.00. 
I N his preface to The Seas of the Gods, Mr. Burnett says, "This is 
a book which, in its essential charac-
teristics, might have been assembled 
at any time in the last fifty years. 
And yet it was not." This reviewer 
cannot but be glad that Mr. Burnett 
assumed the task of assembling it, 
for he has done a splendid job. The 
stories in the collection were written 
by forty-nine authors, most of them 
famous and all of them talented. All 
of them deal with spiritual crises in 
the lives of the characters they por-
tray. Since man's spiritual life is 
complex and mysterious, the stories 
have a wide range of subject matter, 
and the collection presents as varied 
and contrasting a group of problems 
and solutions as can be found in any 
anthology of short stories. There are 
stories of God's love for man and of 
man's love for God; of man's ever-
lasting groping toward belief, faith, 
and light; of earthly love; of murder-
ous hate. There are simple stories of 
adolescent yearning which is con-
fused with the divine, and of childish 
faith seeking saintly martyrdom in a 
home-made hair shirt. There are also 
sad stories of agnostics, perplexed 
and afraid, and bitter stories of athe-
ists, defiant and lonely. 
The stories sometimes deal with 
matters bordering on the supernatu-
ral, but for the most part they por-
tray moods, feelings, problems, and 
perplexities common to all of us. 
The reader will be just as deeply 
touched by the falsely hardboiled 
piety of Irwin Shaw's "God on Fri-
day Night" as he will by the tender 
devoutness of the priest in Glennyth 
M. Woods's "The Last Mass." Al-
though few of us have ever felt the 
intense hatred pictured in Franz 
Werfel's "The Officer's Puppet," most 
of us will understand it and be 
touched by it. 
Although all the stories are good, 
there are some that stand out, not 
only because of the tale they tell, 
but also because of the sincerity of 
their feeling and the beauty of their 
style. Clara Laidlow's "The Little 
Black Boys" is perhaps one of the 
most polished and certainly one of 
the most poignant stories in the book. 
It tells of Hamuel and Samuel, the 
outcast colored twins who finally 
found happiness in a place where 
"the moss is like a feather bed and 
the little white violets are as sweet 
as Jesus' breath." 
Mr. Burnett says in his foreword, 
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"This is not a book about the war. 
Nor about the peace to come. Or any 
wars to follow." That in itself makes 
The Seas of the Gods almost unique 
today. Long after most of the present 
war books are forgotten, readers will 
still read, enjoy, an~ find some com-
fort in the great short stories of this 
splendid anthology. 
PATIERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Trilogy by Zweig 
THE ROYAL GAME. By Stefan 
Zweig. The Viking Press, New 
York. 944· 87 pages. $2.50. 
T HIS volume contains Zweig's last work of fiction, "The Royal 
Game," a long short story, and two 
of his best known novelettes, pub-
lished ten years ago, "Amok," and 
"Letter from an Unknown Woman." 
There is a curious contrast between 
these works. "Amok" anP. the "Let-
ter," of 1931 and '32, deal with the 
emotional problems of isolated indi-
viduals. But "The Royal Game," 
written after the rise of Nazism, the 
seizure of Austria, and the outbreak 
of the war, sets forth a struggle of 
terrifying dimensions. 
"The Royal Game" takes place on 
a luxury liner and is told from the 
point of view of a group of gentle-
men whom little could surprise. But 
as spectators at a game of chess they 
witness with baffled understanding 
the opposition of two irreconcilable 
forces and watch the finer of these 
go down to sure defeat. The finesse 
with which the story is recounted 
could not be excelled. The presenta-
tion of the two protagonists, the dis-
cussion of the theory of chess, and 
the conduct of this particular series 
of matches force in themselves our 
admiration. But beyond these there 
is the symbolism of the Western 
world in the luxury liner, and of the 
forces of brutality in the boor Czen-
tovic and his understudy Maciver, 
who confront and destroy the superb 
mind of the most civilized passenger. 
Like this story, the other two are 
studies of subtle psychological rela-
tionships; but their implications are 
much narrower. "Amok" is a curious 
tale of the disintegrc:tting effect of the 
back-country of Java; a doctor tells 
how he suffered an emotional break-
down when he was confronted by a 
beautiful but inhumanly proud 
woman who demanded of him an 
illegal operation. The doctor's analy-
sis of his complex feelings through 
t~e period of his "running amuck" 
and of his subsequent redemption by 
pity is interesting, but the story as a 
whole is Insufficiently developed. 
The last piece, "Letter from an 
Unknown Woman," presents a wo-
man's revelation to a novelist of 
how her brief encounters with him 
have sufficed to give to her life all 
its meaning. The novelist fulfils that 
ideal of the artist set forth by cer-
tain aestheticians: a man detached 
from life, who may take but need 
not give, a man who experiences but 
who remains devoid of "character." 
Though correctly appraising his na-
ture, the woman through girlhood 
and motherhood-until, in fact, her 
death at twenty-eight or thirty-finds 
him justified and her own life suf-
ficiently enriched. It would be dif-
ficult to consider this study anything 
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but a failure; the section dealing with 
adolescent infatuation is not effec-
tively presented by the woman's cool 
analysis, and the emotions of the 
later years are unconvincing. 
Of the three works, "The Royal 
Game" is by far the best. 
ALICE R. BENSEN 
La Belle France 
CLOUDLESS MAY. By Storm Jame-
son. The Macmillan Co., New 
York. 1944. 513 pages. $3.00. 
I N a recent issue of a popular monthly magazine there is a car-
toon showing a fussily dressed dow-
ager informing a librarian who is 
offering her a book, "I don't think 
I can stand another concentration 
camp." This must be a fairly uni-
versal feeling, not only about books 
concerned with the horrors of Nazi 
brutality, but also about books con-
cerned with the corruption of French 
officials before the fall of France. 
Cloudless May is, or at any rate 
should be, a book to end all books 
on this subject, for rarely before have 
so many corrupt characters been as-
sembled in one book. Some sell their 
souls for baubles, some for power, 
some for prestige. One loves her son 
and sells other women's daughters 
to keep him in luxury. One sells her 
lover's military secrets for jewels. An-
other prays at the bedside of his in-
valid wife in order to find surcease 
from a contemptuous jealousy which 
torments and poisons his mind. The 
mayor has something on the prefect, 
who has something on the banker, 
who has something on the general. 
Everybody knows some lurid and in-
decent secret in everyone else's life, 
and so, as can readily be understood, 
there is no peace, no love, no loyalty, 
for anyone. The only exceptions are 
the aging soldier who moves through 
the story like a sleep walker and the 
juvenile lovers who are starry-eyed 
but not quite bright. Appeasers and 
so-called patriots are both out for the 
same thing-which is never France, 
but always self-interest and self-pres-
ervation. 
The novel purports to tell the story 
of the city of Seuilly during the un-
usually bright and sunny May that 
preceded a June of tragic defeat. One 
wonders how Seuilly managed ever 
to exist at all with such a pack of 
she-wolves and avaricious, oily men 
as citizens, or how France, presum-
ably peopled by such creatures, ever 
managed to build up its marvelous 
culture. Fortunately, even a small 
child could tell that the characters 
portrayed in this novel are not typi-
cal of any country or race this side 
of hell. 
This reviewer closed the book with 
real relief, took a long walk in the 
country, and then re-read Le Petit 
PTince as an antidote to Cloudless 
May. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Dull and Dark 
ACTION THIS DAY. By Francis J. 
Spellman. Charles Scribner's Sons, 
New York, 1943. 242 pages. $2.75. 
F ROM February to August, 1943, Archbishop Spellman, of New 
York, made a trip "to s~e the chap-
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lains in the overseas war zones" with 
the approval of President Roosevelt. 
Action This Day consists of the let-
ters he wrote to his father during 
the journey, most of which was made 
by airplane. 
The Archbishop relates that he 
talked with the religious, military, 
and governmental leaders of the 
many countries he visited. He spent 
many hours with the Pope, and he 
had long conferences with Churchill, 
de Valera, de Gaulle, Smuts, Franco, 
and the representatives of the Ameri-
can government in various countries. 
It would be interesting, indeed, to 
read what the great American diplo-
mat of the Catholic Church had to 
say to these men. 
But Action This Day is not written 
by Archbishop Spellman, the diplo-
mat, but by Francis Spellman, the 
simple priest. The volume tells us 
where the writer went, whom he met, 
what he saw, where he lived, and 
what he ate. It tells us that de Valera 
keeps his desk neat, that the King of 
Egypt, who is only twenty, has quite 
a beard, and that "some" reported 
that Franco "was a God-fearing, seri-
ous and intelligent man, striving to 
do what he thought was best for 
Spain." But it tells us nothing about 
the diplomatic mission of the Arch-
bishop. 
If you are interested in meeting a 
lot of important people as you might 
in the column of Cholly Knicker-
bocker, you will like this book. If, 
however, you are looking for the im-
portant details of a great diplomatic 
mission, save your money. When 
Cardinal Gasparri was asked to write 
his memoirs, he declined, saying: 
"The interesting things I cannot tell, 
and the things which I can tell are 
not interesting." Archbishop Spell-
man quotes these words to explain 
his reticence. They also explain the 
dullness of his book. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH 
Critics' Feud 
THE LITERARY FALLACY. By 
Bernard DeVoto. Little, Brown 
and Company, Boston. 1944. 175 
pages. $2.50. 
T HEY did not know enough. This criticism which Matthew Arnold 
in 1864 leveled at the Romantic 
poets of the Napoleonic period Ber-
nard DeVoto now, though with some 
uncertainty of aim, casts at the Ameri-
can novelists and critics of the 192o's. 
Undoubtedly, in its main import the 
criticism is deserved. But in Mr. De-
Voto's analysis of the situation, in his 
discussion of causes, and in his hopes 
for the future, much remains uncon-
vincing. 
According to Mr. DeVoto, many of 
the American novelists and critics of 
the 192o's wronged their country-
usually without malice, and often, 
indeed, through blindness induced 
by generous enthusiasm for the fu-
ture-by presenting a false picture of 
it from its founding to their own 
time. They described it as a land 
where Puritanism and the Frontier 
killed all creative impulse, fostered 
what became an obsession with com-
mercialism, and produced a civiliza-
tion devoid of ideas and personality. 
The prime mover among these mis-
taken writers was, according to Mr. 
DeVoto, Van Wyck Brooks, who in 
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1915 published America's Coming-of-
Age. Mr. DeVoto points out that Mr. 
Brooks later recanted and admitted 
that at the time he wrote this early 
work he had not sufficiently studied 
the literature on which his comments 
were based. Like this leader, those 
other writers whom Mr. DeVoto at-
tacks had not, he declares, taken the 
trouble to find out what America was 
like. The reason for their failure to 
do so he discovers in the "literary 
fallacy"-the supposition that litera-
ture, belles lettresJ is the measure of 
a civilization. They did not see any 
reason for reading other sorts of lit-
erature, or for observing life at first 
hand. 
But why, we may ask, did the "lit-
erary fallacy" arise? And is it, as Mr. 
DeVoto's emphasis seems to imply, 
peculiar to American writers and to 
our century? And may it not have 
some grounds better than those of 
laziness or snobbery? Mr. DeVoto fails 
to keep before our attention the fact 
that his phenomenon was general in 
Europe. Was Aldous Huxley, we won-
der, a disciple of Mr. Brooks? He 
evades the serious critical task of ex-
plaining Sheiley's and Wordsworth's 
ignorances or silences along with 
Hemingway's and Eliot's. He fails to 
distinguish adequately between des-
cription, lyricism, and invective. He 
does not make clear why an aspect 
of modern philosophy which he him-
self posits should not have been taken 
by Hemingway as a basis for novels. 
His positive recommendations are 
troubling also. Are they not over-
influenced by war time? Many valu-
able works of literature would escape 
between the horns of his dilemma: 
"Either literature deals honestly with 
the basic experiences in which all 
men may see themselves, or else it is 
only a mannered diversion practised 
by the impaired and of interest only 
to the leisure moments of those who 
are whole"; the phrase, "leisure 
moments," is ambiguous; what place 
in his scheme would be accorded to 
many of the writings of Coleridge, 
Donne, and Shakespeare-records of 
experience that is far from common? 
Had Mr. DeVoto narrowed his at-
tack and supported its main point 
more adequately, his book would 
have been more acceptable. 
ALICE R. BENSEN. 
Tale of Vienna 
THE OUTNUMBERED. By Cather-
ine Hutter. Dodd, Mead 8c Co., 
New York. 1944. 355 pages. $2.75. 
I F your conception of the Vienna Woods is based on Strauss' 
"Tales," the first few pages of Cath-
erine Hutter's The Outnumbered 
are sure to disillusion you. To be 
sure, in spite of what man has made 
of man, the Vienna '\1\Toods are still 
beautiful. For we all know that the 
brown uniforms and cries· of "Sieg 
Heil" cannot change "the sky, the 
mountains, the flowering fields, and 
the icy brook which never dried up, 
not even in the hot month of Au-
gust." 
It is in these lovely surroundings 
that Miss Hutter has set her story of 
the outnumbered, the good people, 
the kind, the compassionate, and the 
tender. All of this small group felt 
the approach of doom in the grow-
ing popularity of Hitler; but Fehge, 
1.~--~--~----~------------~ 
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the J ewess, felt everything more deep-
ly than the others, and, because of 
the great depth of her feeling, she 
alone escaped from the tormentors. 
Orphaned early, Fehge grows to 
young womanhood as a sort of priv-
ileged servant in the great tubercu-
losis sanatorium at Pritnitz. From her 
very first appearance in this small 
Austrian village, she is a mystery and 
means all things to all people. To the 
peasant ·of Pritnitz, she is a sow-Jew, 
spoiled and pampered and yet feared 
as one who made the dumb to speak 
and the dead to rise and walk. To 
Therese Sopponyi she becomes a 
mystical link with the Christ-Child, 
the Jewish baby found in an inn. To 
Andrea, the Methodist deaconess 
who is head nurse of the sanatorium, 
she is a placid and plastic child who 
can be molded into a pattern of her 
own design. Only in religion does 
Andrea fail to influence the child, 
for Fehge is an ardent Catholic. Dr. 
Sopponyi the brilliant head physi-
cian alone recognizes Fehge for what 
she is: a highly suggestible, in~ensely 
emotional girl with a tendency to-
ward hysteria. 
The story is excxtmg until it 
reaches a startling but not too con-
vincing climax, when it falls apart. 
The reader watches with interest the 
transition of Fehge from a normal, 
healthy child into a religious hysteric, 
and learns to admire Dennis, the 
young English patient who loves her. 
After the powerful scene in which 
Fehge shows the stigmata and drives 
her betrayer to the same suicide 
sought by Judas, the authoress sud-
denly lets the reader down by dis-
posing of these two main characters 
by having them go to England to-
gether, where they presumably live 
happily ever after. The other char-
acters, too, are rather summarily dis-
posed of in a sentence or two. Some 
die naturally, some die horribly, and 
some go mad. Of the small group 
of the outnumbered, only Andrea 
is left to fight, and she is too old, too 
tired, and too broken to do anything 
but submit to the "new order." 
Miss Hutter writes well. Though 
the story at times approaches the 
melodramatic, there is enough good 
hard sense in it to make it plausible. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH. 
I 
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A BRIEF GLANCE AT RECENT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
----------------------~,----------------------
FLINT 
By Charles G. Norris. Doubleday, 
Doran & Co., Inc., New York. 1944. 
354 pages. $2 .50. 
Y EARS ago Charles G. Norris dedi-cated his by no means inconsider-
able literary talent to the cause of la-
bor in the old yet ever new conflict 
between capital and labor. Through-
out his long and successful career as a 
novelist he has shown a marked pref-
erence for themes which are provoca-
tive and controversial. Flint retells 
the story of the series of violent water-
front strikes which disorganized west-
coast shipping during the years pre-
ceding the outbreak of World War II. 
Mr. Norris has .designed the wealthy 
Rutherford family as a springboard 
and as a sounding board for the so-
cial and economic ills of the last 
decade. In this one family we find 
leaders for and against the accepted 
traditions and working conditions of 
seafaring men. 
Although Mr. Norris states his case 
with convicrion, the novel does little 
more than touch the surface of a 
highly complex problem. The pro-
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tagonists of both factions lack 
warmth and depth, the plot is sordid 
and brutal, and the political formula 
advanced by the leading character as 
a solution for the world's labor prob-
lems is weak and superficial. 
THE INNOCENTS AT CEDRO 
By R. L. Duffus. The Macmillan 
Company, New York. 1944. 163 
pages. $2 .oo. 
R OBERT L. DUFFUS is a member of the editorial staff of the New 
York Times. While he was attending 
Leland Stanford University, he, his 
brother, and a third student lived for 
a year at Cedro Cottage, the home of 
Thorstein Veblen. This was in 1907-
oS. In this book Duffus tries to re-
capture the experiences of that col-
lege year and the atmosphere at 
Cedro and, above all, to draw a por-
trait of Veblen as he came to know 
him. Veblen appears as an odd and 
interesting personality, but also as a 
man sadly lacking in religion and 
morals. Duffus writes entertainingly, 




By Fannie Hurst. Harper & Broth-
ers, New York. 1944. 431 pages. 
$2.50. 
F ANNIE HURST's latest excursion in-to the abnormal begins and ends 
on an hysterical cry of "Hallelujah!" 
It is a cry which undoubtedly will be 
echoed with fervent warmth by many 
patient readers-not, however, be-
cause they share the author's convic-
tions about "the light burning in 
people," but because a dull, sordid, 
and utterly preposterous story has, 
at long last, been brought to a close. 
Hallelujah, it seems to this review-
er, must be labeled The Hurst Worst. 
A highly theatrical plot follows strict-
ly the well-worn pattern used by Miss 
Hurst in earlier novels. The charac-
ters are unreal and thoroughly ob-
noxious; the writing is, to put it mild-
ly, decidedly commonplace. 
PUNCH IN, SUSIE! 
A Woman's War Factory Diary. By 
Nell Giles. Harper & Brothers, 
New York. 1943. 143 pages. $1.50. 
N ELL GILES, staff writer on the Boston Globe, w()rked for eight 
weeks in the General Electric factory 
in West Lynn, Mass., reporting on 
her experiences in daily articles in 
the Globe, here reprinted. She took 
the job, she says, to write the glam-
or out of women in war and to tell 
just how they go about their work. 
Miss Giles describes how she applied 
for a position, was trained, and then 
worked at various tasks in the differ-
ent shifts, making precision instru-
ments. She conveys a clear idea of 
how women in war plants work and 
live, except that she seems over-anx-
ious to say something "nice" about 
everybody. Of course, they were read-
ing from day to day what she wrote. 
About twenty pen-and-ink sketches 
in the volume, contributed by Alan 
Dunn, are mostly quite atrocious. 
REMEMBER THE SHADOWS 
By David Duncan. Robert M. Mc-
Bride & Company, New York. 1944. 
243 pages. $2.50. 
ALTHOUGH two murders are commit-ted in Remember the Shadows, 
David Duncan's first novel does not 
follow the pattern of the average 
murder mystery. In a series of vividly . 
etched episodes the author reveals the 
ugly and distorted psychological proc-
esses responsible for the atmosphere 
of gloom and foreboding which envel-
ops his characters. Mr. Duncan un-
questionably possesses a gift for words 
and word pictures. The weakness of 
his book is admirably described in 
the words spoken by the boy Gup 
when he said, "I talk like a book. I 
make up a mood and wallow in it." 
A SHORT HISTORY OF THE 
CHINESE PEOPLE 
By L. Carrington Goodrich. Har-
pers & Bros., New York. 260 pages. 
$2.50. 
T HE author is one of the outstand-ing living Chinese historians in 
the Occident. He succeeds in telling 
the story of China from the remotest 
__ I 
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past to the present day in a scholarly 
and fascinating manner and gives 
the reader a clear understanding of a 
civilization which is older than our 
own and which has but recently be-
gun to make an impression on the 
consciousness of the western world. 
Apparently our country's future will 
he quite closely associated with that 
of China, and a careful study of such 
books as this one will help us to 
appreciate the Chinese people better 
and also to sympathize with their 
own peculiar problems. 
Abundant Vision 
She has never looked with such eyes as ours 
At the golden brown, 
At a dew-wet hedge where the briar flowers; 
Never has glimpsed one green wave breaking 
On a rugged shore 
To the watery dirges of a mad gale's making; 
Or viewed an unblemished mountain top 
Where winds are playing; 
Or thrilled to a rainbow's curtain drop. 
She has never seen this babe of hers 
Whom she cuddles close; 
Yet her vision is clear and her gay heart stirs 
As she holds the form of the little child, 
Touching his lips, 
Caressing his cheek. (Ah, baby smiled!) 
Now the lamp of her inner eye is lit 
By the torch of love; 
And her features glow in the light of it. 
Say not, "She lives in darkest night." 
Say not, "She's blind."-
Hers is abundant sight. 
-RoLAND R YDER-SMIT.fl, 
Recent 
FROM THE RELIGIOUS · 
JOURNALS 
There is at present much ado in 
England about the "new educa-
tion plan" recently proposed by 
the English prime minister for 
education, R. A. Butler. The plan, 
as outlined by Cecil Northcott in 
The Christian Century of April 
12, proposes to come to the aid of 
the larg.e number of voluntary 
schools 1n England which for a 
number of years have been find-
ing it more and more difficult to 
carry on and most of which are 
desperately in need of rebuilding. 
Mr. Butler suggests that the gov-
ernment help these schools with 
50 per cent of the cost of rebuild-
ing. If the voluntary organizations 
cannot find the other 50 per cent, 
then the schools maintained by 
such organizations pass to the con-
trol of the state. Religion will not 
be banished from these schools. 
"Each school day is to begin with 
a 'corporate act of worship,' and 
Each month THE CRESSET presents a 
check list of important articles in 
~eading magazines which will be of 
tnterest to our readers 
religious instruction is to be based 
on an 'agreed syllabus' which in 
many districts of England has been 
prepared by the Anglican and 
Free Church authorities." The bill 
provides for other improvements 
1n the school system. in England 
mo~t of which, and many others 
bestdes, American citizens have 
en joyed for many years. 
"The March of Civilization" 
(The Christian Century) April 26) 
is a scathing and demolishing ti-
rade on modern warfare. Anyone 
who still has illusions that mod-
ern "civilized" warfare is less cruel 
and destructive than that carried 
o~ by peoples known as savages 
will be unmercifully disillusioned 
when he lays aside this article. The 
~uthor, T. Swann Harding, writes 
1n part: 
Even firearms were originally re-
?arded as indecent for use in organ-
Ized massacre. The Chevalier Bayard, 
~hose name is a symbol for nobility 
m battle and who coined the price-
less phrase, "without fear and with-
I 
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out reproach," had decided views on 
this matter. He considered it both 
uplifting and Christian to hack a fel-
low man with a sword or run through 
him with a spear, but most immoral 
for an anonymous churl with an iron 
tube, some gunpowder and a slug of 
lead to obliterate an armed knight 
before the latter knew what was up. 
Therefore the chevalier hanged on 
the spot all prisoners his troops took 
who by their dress or equipment ap-
peared to have been using firearms. 
What he would have thought of sub-
machine guns, the highly culinary art 
of using flame throwers and the utili-
zation of other modern tools of civil-
ized warfare can only be surmised. In 
any case he lived rigidly up to his 
quasi-savage philosophy .... 
Our most fervent hope, in the cir-
cumstances, should be that civilization 
will find means to accomplish its own 
destruction. That may not happen in 
this war, which is already won save 
for the arson, slaughter and general 
disaster yet needed to prove it. It will 
certainly happen in the next war, al-
ready far in the making because the 
peace is obviously lost and only fitful 
armistice for a few years can inter-
vene. 
In "There Must Be Jobs," Har-
ry Lorin Binsse (The Cammon-
weal} May 5) boldly attacks the 
problem of postwar employment. 
He believes this to be one of the 
major considerations to which 
Americans ought to devote much 
careful planning. He approves of 
-and we do, too-the significant 
statement of the Swedish Minister 
to the United States, Mr. Vollmar 
}'.Bostrom, who recently declared: 
Once the great masses of the peo-
ple realize that in wartime or during 
preparations for war it is possible for 
the public authorities to provide work 
for practically everyone, no abstract 
principles, theories or doctrines will 
suffice to keep them from demanding 
that in peacetime, too, a fairly sure 
livelihood. be made available for all. 
On the basis of statistics, Mr. 
Binsse informs us that our post-
war economy must provide about 
55,ooo,ooo jobs. This will neces-
sitate a national income between 
150 and 200 billion dollars. "We 
must always remember that there 
is a strict relationship between the 
number of jobs and the size of the 
national income." The author 
favors the creation of a W.P.B., 
which should function for at least 
two years. Furthermore, the gov-
ernment should apply every means 
to avoid inflation. It should also 
promote a public works program. 
But also industry should now get 
busy, examine its resources and 
possibilities, and wisely plan its 
future. 
A BRITISHER'S ESTIMATE 
OF US 
"The American Way in War" is 
the title of an article in the May 
issue of Harper's that ought to 
be required reading for those of 
our people who are hypercritical 
of everything American. There are 
still a number. of such people in 
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our midst, and they are not silent. 
Born and bred in this country, 
beneficiaries of our liberties and 
advantages, yet they gripe and 
squawk about our shortcomings. 
To them our politics are the most 
corrupt in the world, our morals 
the most vicious, our underprivi-
leged folk the most downtrodden, 
our people the most complacent, 
and so on usque ad nauseam! 
These inveterate critics of our in-
stitutions have aptly been likened 
to a certain kind of bird that be-
fouls his own nest. It is a real 
tonic, therefore, to read this esti-
mate of our American way in war 
by D. W. Brogan, a Scotchman, 
now professor at Cambridge and 
an authority on American history. 
He surveys our past history and 
particularly our past wars and 
shows a keen appreciation of our 
democratic ways. He points out 
that we are not now, and never 
were, a war-loving people; that 
we have no inclinations toward 
militarism, and that we have been 
slow in getting into any wars. 
However, when war does come to 
us we have been fortunate in our 
military leaders who prepared 
their strategy and their material, 
slowly and painstakingly, and then 
hit the enemy hard and finished 
the war. The author predicts it 
will be so again in this war. Speak-
ing of the American soldier of the 
past, he concludes his article with 
these words: 
A few years before, he was a civilian 
in an overwhelmingly civil society; a 
few years later he was a civilian again 
in a society as civilian as ever. Such 
a nation cannot "get there fustest 
with the mostest." It must wait and 
plan till it can get there with the 
mostest. This recipe has never yet 
failed; and Berlin and Tokyo realize, 
belatedly, that .it is not going to fail 
t~is time. 
JUVENILE DELINQUENCY 
Cleveland Amory, in the Satur-
day Evening Post} tells the story 
of how Judge Harold Scoville, re-
cently appointed to the Juvenile 
Court bench in Phoenix, Arizona, 
is battling with the problem of 
juvenile delinquency in that city, 
where this evil has had an increase 
of 77 per cent. The judge's method 
is to round up the boys and girls 
under sixteen who are on the 
streets at night and to have them 
brought into his court by mid-
night. Then the parents of these 
youngsters are called in and each 
individual case is taken up. Some-
times the court does not adjourn 
until 4:oo A.M. The parents are 
held responsible by the judge. He 
dug up a forgotten statute, enacted 
in 1907, which makes a parent or 
guardian guilty of a misdemeanor 
if he wilfully permitted a child's 
welfare to be endangered by neg-
lect. Thus he was able to hold a 
legal whiphand over the parents, 
and he has not spared this whip, 
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figuratively speaking, in cracking 
down on careless fathers and 
mothers. The results have been 
very gratifying, for the judge is 
firm and uncompromising. The 
fact that Judge Scoville has no 
children of his own has sometimes 
subjected him to carping criticism. 
But he has an answer. Some time 
ago, when he was being intro-
duced to a gathering by a hostess 
as a juvenile authority "who has 
no children of his own," he began 




Under this title William F. Me. 
Dermott tells the readers of Col-
lier's about Dr. Walter A. Maier, 
of Concordia Seminary, St. Louis, 
former associate editor of THE 
CRESSET, speaker on the well-
known International Lutheran 
Hour. The program is carried by 
224 U. S. radio stations on a Mu-
tual Broadcasting System hookup. 
More than 350 other stations, scat-
tered the world over, release the 
program by transcription. All time 
is paid for at regular rates. It is 
the "old-fashioned gospel" that 
Dr. l\faier hurls out into space 
Sunday after Sunday. To quote 
Me. Dermott: 
With roaring impartiality he de-
nounces divorce, racial discrimina-
tion, immorality, drunkenness, god-
lessness, unbelief, corrupt govern-
ment, anti-Christian education, un-
faithful churches, and lack of good 
will in labor and industry. With his 
slogah of "Bringing Christ to the 
Nations," he pours out vials of wrath 
on national as well as personal sins. 
All manner of clergymen and 
members of many denominations 
are enthusiastic supporters of the 
program, which is officially spon-
sored by the Lutheran Laymen's 
League. To date the broadcast 
has brought in 2,ooo,ooo letters. 
Each year Dr. Maier gets about 
25,000 "personal problem" com-
munications. There have been 
very striking conversions. Dr. 
Maier gets no salary for his radio 
labors-he lives on less than $75 
a week which he receives as pro-
fessor at St. Louis and editor of 
the Walther League Messenger. 
This radio parson, as the author 
puts it, figures that the world has 
gone spiritually cold. "What is 
needed to warm it up is a fine big 
fire in the church. He's endeavor-




THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
A FEW weeks ago Russel Crouse wrote a letter to the screen 
editor of the New York Times. 
Mr. Crouse' was mad. Bluntly and 
vehemently he took to task "two-
thirds of the motion picture crit-
ics, commentators, and column-
ists." Why? Because most of these 
writers, in their reviews of, or com-
ments on, The Miracle of M or-
gan's Creek (Paramount, Preston 
Sturges), had asked, "Where was 
the Hays office when this picture 
was produced?" 
Mr. Crouse thinks that the Hays 
office should be commended, not 
censured, for passing The Miracle 
of Morgan's Creek. He believes 
that this is an "adult" picture, that 
its appearance heralds the first 
breach in the restrictions which 
for years have imposed on the mo-
tion-picture . industry "the worst 
form of censorship-the fear that 
it may offend someone." "The 
theatre," Mr. Crouse tells us, "was 
up against that form of censorship 
once, but it had the courage to 
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break through and justify its ex-
istence." 
Furthermore, Mr. Crouse con-
cludes that The Miracle of Mor-
gan's CTeek has done no harm. He 
asks, "Have you heard of anyone 
whose morals have been impaired 
by it? Have you heard of a great 
vice wave sweeping America as a 
result of it? No, of course not." 
Is Mr. Crouse right in his con-
tentions? I wonder. It goes with-
out saying that, to live and to 
grow, the arts must be unham-
pered by crippling restrictions. 
They must be free. But freedom 
does not mean license. And, in 
the case of an art form which is 
designed for general distribution 
to all ages and conditions of men, 
women, and children, there is al-
ways the question of suitability 
and good taste. The Miracle of 
Morgan's Creek is not particularly 
good comedy. Its satire is neither 
subtle nor brilliant. It is a cheap 
and shoddy story. It takes a vicious 
poke at most of the institutions 
--------~----~' 
r I • 
June 1944 69 
which are usually considered nec-
essary in a decent and stable so-
ciety. It reaches its climax in a 
ridiculous travesty on mother-
hood, and it reaches that climax 
during a night which the Chris-
tian world has set aside as a holy 
night. Nothing in the picture 
requires "adult" reasoning or 
"adult" understanding. No harm 
done? How can we be sure? Is the 
fact that "no great vice wave is 
sweeping America" any proof that. 
no harm has been done? Does Mr. 
Crouse need a four-alarm fire to 
convince him that fire burns and 
dest,-oys? 
The story of the young French 
peasant girl, Bernadette Soubir-
ous, may mean little or nothing 
to you. Your belief in miraculous 
shrines of healing may be com-
pletely nonexistent. And yet, if 
you view The Song of Bernadette . 
(2oth Century-Fox, Henry King) 
solely as a motion picture and if 
you judge it entirely on the basis 
of its artistic merits, you will, I 
am sure, agree that it is an excep-
tionally well made film. The por-
trayal on the screen of any reli-
gious subject is beset with difficul-
ties, and the attempts to portray a 
miracle add immeasurably to these 
difficulties. It is not surprising that 
The Song of Bernadette does not 
achieve the complete objectivity 
evidenced by Franz W erfel in his 
reverent and beautifully written 
tribute to the Lady of Lourdes. 
In the book the vision which 
Bernadette saw-or imagined-is a 
mere word picture-visible only to 
Bernadette. In the film the specta-
tor, too, must be made actually to 
see the vision. The picture is, how-
ever, distinguished for its dignity, 
restraint, sober intensity, and fine 
acting. The pompous and dogmat-
ic foreword might well have been 
omitted, and the closing scenes 
smack just a little of Hollywood 
and Roll ywood trimmings. 
The bombing of Hitler's Eu-
ropean stronghold · has assumed 
unbelievable proportions. Every 
day sees the weight of explosives 
dropped on key industrial centers 
stepped up to staggering totals. 
The pattern is so large and so 
complex that we may forget oc-
casionally that this devastating 
weapon depends on individuals 
for its success. The Memphis 
Belle, released through Paramount 
and filmed by cameramen of the 
U. S. Eighth Air Force under the 
supervision of Lt. Col. William 
V\Tyler, is a stirring, factual ac-
count of the twenty-fifth bombing-
run made by the crew of one Fly-
ing Fortress: Unquestionably, this 
is, so far, the best of the docu-
mentary films to come out of the 
war. The members of the crew of 
"The Memphis Belle" were for-
tunate. They accomplished their 
mission and returned safely to an 
English base. Many other B-17's 
did not return. Some went hur-
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tling down to the good green earth 
in a cloud ·of smoke; some fell 
crippled into enemy territory; 
some sank to swift oblivion be-
neath the waters of the English 
Channel. The combat scenes in 
The Memphis Belle were filmed 
under fire; the dialogue heard dur-
ing these scenes is unrehearsed. No 
one can fail to understand the 
fear, suspense, determination, and 
disarmingly boyish relief mirrored 
in the faces of the young crew. 
Madame Curie (M-G-M, Mer-
vyn LeRoy) is not a strict and un-
adorned adaptation of Eve Curie's 
splendid biography of the illustri-
ous Curies. The screen Curies, 
portrayed by Greer Garson and 
Walter Pidgeon, are so beautifully 
glamorous that a flippant thought 
comes stealing: "All this and ra-
dium too:" Nevertheless Madame 
Curie is an outstanding picture. 
Under the expert direction of 
Mervyn LeRoy a distinguished 
cast imbues a page from the past 
with genuine warmth and charm. 
It isn't likely that The Sullivans 
(2oth Century-Fox, Lloyd Bacon) 
will be a serious contender for the 
Academy Award or for any other 
special motion-picture honors. 
This is an unpretentious picture; 
but it is filled to the brim with 
vigor, charm, gayety, and tragedy. 
The real life-story of the five Sul-
livan brothers cut deeply and 
sharply into the hearts of Ameri-
cans. It is gratifying to see that 
the screen story, dedicated to the 
memory of these young heroes, 
has been told with direct and 
forthright simplicity. 
Ladies Courageous (V niversal, 
John Rawlins) is, we are told, a 
tribute to the WASPS (formerly 
the WAFS) . It really comes closer 
to being an outrageous libel on 
the courageous and efficient 
WASPS. From beginning to end 
Ladies Courageous is plain trash. 
It is stagy, artificial, and very dull. 
Standing Room Only (Para-
mount, Sidney Lanfield) is a vali-
ant but futile effort to make just 
one more comedy out of the acute 
housing shortage in the nation's 
capital. For good measure the 
equally acute servant problem has 
been added. You've seen all this 
before. 
Thr: Desert Song (Warner Bros., 
Robert Florey) sheds the habili-
ments designed for the original 
stage production 'way back in 
1926 and appears in the modish 
garb of today. The plot has been 
revamped to fit into the present 
world-conflict, and the lavishly 
staged presentation is filmed in 
dazzling technicolor. The Desert 
Song is still a good show. 
Thousands Cheer (M-G-M, 
George Sidney) is one of a half-
dozen or so star-studded musical 
extravaganzas filmed during 1943. 
The cast contains most of the im-
portant names on the impressive 
M-G-M talent roster. In addition, 
.,.~--~------------~--------~----------------.. ·----------~------
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Thousands Cheer presents a num-
ber of fine variety acts-notably 
the Flying Corbinos, music from 
the pen of Dmitri Shostakovich, 
and, last but by no means least, 
Jose Iturbi, the famous pianist, in 
person. A lot of entertainment for 
your money-entertainment rang-
ing from excellent to poor. 
Traveling Around the World 
(RKO-Radio, Allan Dwan), with 
Kay Kyser and his Kollege of M u- · 
sical Knowledge, takes one on a 
gay and tuneful journey. On the 
wings of fancy Kay takes us on a 
tour of service posts in distant 
lands. Pleasing enough in a typi-
cal Kay Kyser manner. 
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THE CRESSET 
875 N. Dearborn 
Chicago I 0, lllinois 
Gentlemen: 
Check Here Title Price 
0 11 . The Seas of the Gods , edited by 
Whit Burnett ....... . . .. . .... $3 .00 
0 12. The Royal Game, by Stefan Zweig 2.50 
0 13 . Cloudless May, by Storm Jameson .. 3.00 
0 14. Action This Day, by Francis J. 
Spellman . . .. •. . . . . . . . . . . . 2. 7 5 
0 15. The L i terary Fallacy, by Bernard 
DeVoto . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.50 
0 16. The Outnumbered, by Catherine 
Hutter . .. .. .. .. . .. . 2.75 
0 17. Flint, by Charles G. Norris . . .. .. 2 .50 
0 1 8. The Innoc ents at Cedro, by R. L. 
Duffus . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2.00 
0 19 . Hallelujah. by Fannie Hurst .. .. . . 2 .50 
0 20 . Punch In, Susie ! by Nell Giles.. 1.50 
0 2 I. Remember the Shadows, by David 
Duncan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2 .50 
0 22 . A Short History of the Chinese 
People, by L. Carrington Goodrich 2 . 50 
Please send the undersigned, postpaid, the above l:ooks, for which I enclose $ . . . . . . . . . . . in full 
payment. 
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A s is its custom, THE CRESSET will not take sides in the 
forthcoming political campaign. 
Since the issues to be decided are 
of such burning importance, how-
ever, we asked two members of 
THE CRESSET' s ed-
operate on 75 per cent of our 
paper consumption in 1942; in 
the meantime our subscription 
list has Tisen by almost 2,500. 
The next issue, accordingly, will 
appear at the end of July. 
'"' ,......_ torial staff-who, 




the opposing sides 
of the fourth-
term issue. It is in-
teresting to note 
how our two con-
tributors, both 
deeply devoted to 
the best prin-
ciples of Ameri-
canism, arrive at 
diametrically op- -
posite positions. 
0 bviousl y, this is 
not one of those 
black- and- white 
The 
Poetry in this 
issue is contrib-







viewers this month 





Seas of the Gods, 
Cloudless May, 








is too much to be said on both 
sides. 
'"' ,..... In compliance with the govern-
mental restriction on the usage 
of paper, THE CRESSET will again 
this year be forced to combine its 
July and August issues. We must 
dure No Longer, One Times One, 
The Literary Fallacy, The Royal 
Game, and The Golden Age of 
Russian Literature); Dr. Karl 
Kretzmann (Captain ]ens Munk's 
Septentrionalis),· and Jessie Swan-




I. In "Notes and Comment" the editors will continue their 
brief comments on the world of public affairs and modern 
thought. 
II. Major articles during the commg months will include: 
Moulders of American Life 
The Americ.an Negro 
Michael Reu-An Appreciation 
III. In future issues the editors will review, among many 
others, the following books: 
Yankee from Olympus ........ Catherine Drinker Bowen 
Fai-r Stood the Wind for France . , ..... ...... H. E. Bates 
The Disappearing Daily . ...... Oswald Garrison Villard 
No Mortal Fire . ....................... Elsa Valentine 
Presidential Agent . ......... . .......... Upton Sinclair 
A Treasury of American Folklore . . edited by B. A. Botkin 
People, Church and State in Modern Russia 
.................................. Paul B. Anderson 
On Living in a Revolution . ............. Julian Huxley 
Born in Battle . ............... Capt. Rowan T. Thomas 
Lost Island . ...................... James Norman Hall 

